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THE 


CHURCH  MAN'S  ALPHABET. 

(^Found,  a  short  time  back,  on  the  flags  near  a  "  Palace"  in 
Stephen  s- Green,  Dublin.) 


A  was  an  Archbishop,  rich  as  a  Jew ; 
B  a  great  Bishop,  an  Israelite  too  j 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

^  "  We  dinna  ken  wha"  Tommy  means  (for  we  suppose  it  was  lie 
indited  the  Alphabet,)  by  the  text.  To  say  that  an  Archbishop  is  as  rich 
as  a  Jew  is  giving  but  an  indefinite  idea  of  the  wealth  of  a  Holy  Head 
of  a  Sek  in  Ireland.  Rothschild  is  a  Jew,  but  he  is  not  an  Archbishop  ; 
however,  it  would  be  absurd  to  quarrel  with  Tommy,  for  saying  an 
Archbishop  is  as  rich  as  Rothschild.  Keeping  close  to  alphabetical  or- 
der, we  may  suppose  "  Archbishop  of  Armagh"  is  meant.  Let  us  see 
would  that  supposition  prove  the  text:  in  1779  this  Archbishoprick  was 
estimated  at  £8000  per  annum  ;  in  1812  at  £12,000;  in  1827  at  £15,000; 
in  1830  at  £18,000.  The  fines  upon  renewal  of  leases,  the  value  of 
Glebe  lands,  and  all  the  other  trimmings,  would  probably  raise  these 
estimates  to  double  the  sums.  This  is  only  the  personal  income  of  the 
Chief  Apostle— the  poor  Servant  of  a  meek  and  lowly  INIasteu  who 
"  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head" — whose  subsistence  was  often  ears  of 
wheat,  and  whose  Kingdom  was  not  of  this  World  !  Verily,  an  Arch- 
bishop's ways  are  not  Christ's  ways— his  Lordship's  Heaven  is  not  his 
Heaven  !  The  gross  income  of  the  See  in  1827,  was  £80,000  per  annum  ; 
now  it  is  estimated  at  £100,000 ;  but  taking  all  the  trimmings,  we  may 
safely  say  it  is  worth  £200,000.  Certainly  the  Heaven  of  such  a  See 
must  be  upon  Earth;  and  Ireland  must  be  the  Paradise  of  Holy 
Men  ! 

B  Probably  Bisset,  Bishop  of  Raphoe,  was  meant.  The  net  income 
of  this  Bishoprick,  in  1779,  was  but  £2600;  in  1812  it  had  jumped  up  to 
£8000;  and  in  1827  to  £10,000;  now,  it  may  fairly  be  rated  at  £12,000, 


THE  church-man's  ALPHABET. 

C  a  cognomen — disgrace  to  the  earth  ! 
D  he  of  Derry,  "  wha  has  a  bra  birth :" 
jE  an  Evangelist,  teacher  of  ten  j 
7'"'  was  a  fisher  of  unions y  not  men  j 


NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

with  the  '•  good  things,"  say,  £20,000.  How  hard  it  must  be  for  a  novi- 
ciate Divine,  when  hard  pressed,  intreated,  beseeched,  almost  cudgelled 
to  become  a  Bishop,  to  avert  his  head  and  put  up  his  hands  against  the 
Mitre,  exclaiming  "  nolo  Episcopari !" 

C   Can  it  be  P yJ n  who  is  alluded  to?     C  stands  for 

Clogher,  certainly ;  but  that  ex-Divine  is  never  now  named  to  "  ears 
polite."  During  the  long  period  he  enjoyed  his  nine  or  ten  thousand  a 
year,  it  must  be  marvellous  what  liecame  of  the  souls  of  those  sheep 
who  died  in  the  diocese  over  which  he  was  the  Divine  Shepheid  ! 

D  "He  of  Derry!"  By  Jove,  a  "bra  birth"  he  has  of  it,  sure 
enough !  The  net  income  of  Derry  in  1779  was  £7000  ;  in  1812,  £12,500 ; 
in  1827,  £15,000  J  now  it  is  £20,000  :  adding  the  "  good  things,"  £30,000 
would  be  a  moderate  computation.  Oh!  what  a  Paradise  for  Divines 
this  Emerald  Isle  is !  The  Fountain  of  Truth  says,  •'  It  is  easier  for  a 
Camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a  rich  man  to  enter 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven."  'Pshaw  !  nonsense!  "  Man"  in  the  Scripture 
text  does  not  mean  "  Bishop,"  the  latter  being  of  a  celestial  nature — at 
least,  in  the  Lexicon  of  Divines  such  words  have  meanings  which  people 
of  common  sense  cannot  attach  to  them ;  "  rich"  in  the  text,  would  be 
interpreted  "  poor"  in  the  Church  of  England  Dictionary,  and  vice  versa. 

E  It  cannot  be/>oor  Elpliin,  although  he  is  an  Evangelist,  that  is  here 
alluded  to,  for  he  has  a  niightier  flock  than  ten  to  be  fleeced.  This 
Evangelical  has  but  a  shabby  income  of  £10,000  a-yearj  or,  with  the 
*'  good  things,"  at  best,  but  £liS,Ol'0.  We  think  the  line,  more  proba- 
bly, alludes  to  a  certain  Rector  in  the  interior  "who  belongs  to  the  No- 
bility," and  who  has  £1500  a- year  under  the  Composition  Act  to  keep  his 
aristocratic  "  nose  warm,"  although  his  congregation  was  never  known 
to  exceed  ten  persons  !  The  parish  contains  1500  inhabitants,  who  thus, 
by  a  kind  of  joint-stock  purse,  contribute  for  the  "  cure"  of  these  ten 
Church-goers,  at  the  rate  of  £100  annually,  per  soul!  Verily,  it  is  an 
expensive  "  Cure  of  souls  !" 

F  The  INIountcashel  Controversy  exposed  strange  doings  about  unions 
of  parishes.  This  Controversy  is  public  property.  "  ftlountcashel  to 
Ferns" — "Ferns  to  Mountcashel" — made  the  welkin  ringj  albeit, 
though  the  Earl  fished  the  Bishop  well,  the  unions  remained  mysterious 
things.  The  subjoined  Plate  will  show  how  successfully  an  apostolical 
Fisherman,  a  second  St.  Peter,  can  cast  his  flies  when  a  son  or  step-son 
is  to  have  the  benefit  of  the  landing  net.     What  a  sorry  thing  it  is  to  have 


uiry  j;n.e  fjU'ce  ^  So  f  kv///   cL(.i/ou.r    as-  vua:-^  a. 
^an  f^Q^   ,    for  when,    the   defert  ^-f  ordered    I  fear 
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G  for  old  Glendaloch's  Churches  will  stand ; 
H  for  the  History  of  the  Poor's  third  and  land  : 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

a  "  Champion  of  the  Church"  languishing  upon  a  hungry  income  of  nine 
or  ten  thousand  a-year,  or  to  say  the  most,  £18,000  ("good  things"  in- 
ciuded).  Think,  Sir — thinls  of  the  Apostles!  Did  not  Christ  say  to //e« 
shepherds,  "  It  is  enough  for  the  disciple  that  he  be  as  his  master,  and 
the  servant  as  his  lord  ?"  Pshaw!  The  Apostles  had  not  dashing  sons, 
waltzing  daughters,  tithe-greedy  sons-in-law,  nor  fox-hunting  grandsons 
to  provide  for,  or  to  elevate  into  "the  exclusive"  circles.  "  But,  Sir, 
their  care  was  not  about  money-  bags,  or  the  things  you  mention."  Non- 
sense! What  did  such  dolts  know  about  "life?"  What  want  had  they 
for  cash  when  they  had  only  to  do  (/leir  master's  bidding  and  follow  his 
example  of  meekness,  poverty  and  humility;  whereas  the  Apostles  of 
THE  Church  now,  having  the  State  for  their  master,  do  but  the  same  thing, 
that  is,  follow  its  example,  live  in  luxury,  handle  money  like  chaff,  and 
make  the  people  "  pay  the  piper,  let  who  will  dance." 

G  Glendaloch's  seven  Churches  added  to  Dublin,  St.  Patrick's,  Christ 
Church,  &c.  are  in  very  good  company.  This  diocese  has  53  Prebends, 
668  Churches,  421  Diocesans,  86  Crown  and  89  Lay  Impropriations  :  the 
gross  income  in  17T0was  £11,800;  in  1812,  £23,000;  in  1827,  £36,600; 
now  it  is  £40,000.  •'  Good  things"  included,  the  total  income  could  not 
be  less  than  £70,000  per  annum  just  now.  The  personal  income  of  this 
Archbishoprick  is  £14,000,  or,  "  good  things"  included,  £25,000  at  the 
least.  Who  would  not  wish  to  be  an  Archbishop—  to  be  equal  in  finances 
to  a  Prince  of  the  Royal  blood  ? 

jff  "  History  of  the  poor's  third  and  land."  In  1820  the  net  income  of 
the  Irish  Established  Church  was  estimated  at  £1,232,000  per  annum; 
but  the  gross  value,  including  Renewal  fines.  Glebe  lands,  and  all  the 
other  trimmings,  could  not  be  rated  one  penny  under  £3,000,000.  It  is 
notorious,  in  fact  it  is  an  historical  truth  not  to  be  shalten,  that  one-fourth 
of  this  belonged  of  right  to  the  poor.  We  are  prepared  to  prove  that 
more,  namely,  one-third,  was  the  poor's  just  proportion.  Now  the  num- 
ber of  parishes  in  Ireland  may  be  about  2500  ;  and  the  misapplied  pro- 
perty of  the  poor  being  £1,000,000,  it  is  clear  that  were  their  share  re- 
stored to  them,  it  would  yield  to  each  parish  an  annual  income  of  £400, 
which  would,  on  the  average,  keep  theinfirm,  the  destitute  and  aged,  from 
utter  desolation  :  but  alas  !  we  fear  If  in  the  "  Church  man's  Alpha- 
let"  stands  for  ^old-fast,  and,  //ave-all !  We  do  not  say  that  it  would 
be  the  best  way  of  disposing  of  Church  property  to  give  the  poor  back 
their  share  of  it — that  would  be  only  relieving  the  owners  of  Estates 
in  fee,  &c.  of  a  burden  which  they  must  be  saddled  with  very  soon,  al- 
most exclusively  :  Church  property  should  be  sold  for  the  benefit  of  the 
nation. 
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/  for  Incumbent — Incumbrance  >vere  better — 
K  for  four  Bishopricks  is  the  first  letter  : 
Z,  a  fat  Living,  t^v•o  thousand  a  year; 
31  a  MAD  PREACHER,  au  orthodox  Seer ; 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

/  We  bave  given  a  very  pretty  Plate,  illustrating;  the  delectable 
anomaly  of  the  propriety  of  calling  an  Incumbent  an  Incumbrance  ;  the 
chief  supporters,  very  appropriately,  are  Irish  peasants,  and  the  flying 
artillery  upholds  the  oppressor  also  ;  for,  the  Incubus  of  Ireland  is  one 
of  those  who,  as  Hudibkas  hath  it, 

build  their  faith  upon 

The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun  j 

Decide  all  controversies  by 

Infallible  artillery ; 

And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox 

By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks. 
K  stands  for  four  Bishopricks,  namely,  Kildaue,  Kh.lala,  Kxl- 
LALOE,  and  KiLMouE.  By  the  latest  estimate  made,  we  find  the  re- 
spective incomes  of  these  Bishopricks  to  be  as  follow  :-  Kildare  £8,000, 
Killala  £4,000,  Killaloe  £7,000,  Kilmore  £7,000  j  up  to  this  moment, 
£1,000  each,  at  the  very  least,  might  be  added.  Killaloe  has  109  Bene- 
fices, many  of  them  worth  from  £1300  to  £1,300  per  annum  ;  yet,  its 
personal  income  is  rated  at  only  4  or  £5,000.  It  is  perfectly  astonishing 
that  the  common  sense  of  mankind  shouM  lie  dormant  when  such  a 
glaring  discrepancy  exists  between  the  doctrine  and  practice  of  the 
heads  of  the  Established  Church.  They  will  actually,  with  the  most 
unblushing  hypocrisy,  read  you  fiom  the  Pulpit  the  words  of  Christ, 
"No  man  can  serve  two  masters:  for  either  he  will  hate  the  one,  and 
love  the  other  J  or  else  he  will  hold  to  the  one,  and  despise  the  other. 
Ye  cannot  serve  God  and  Slammon."  Yet  the  very  wealth  they  wal- 
low in  themselves,  proves  which  it  is  they  serve,  "  God,  or  INIammon." 

L  "  A' Living  of  £500,"  says  Mr.  Wakefield,  "  is  but  a  middling 
one  in  Ireland,  and  any  thing  beneath  it  is  considered  very  low,  in- 
deed." There  are  so  many  Livings  of  £2000  a  year  in  the  Emerald 
Isle  that  it  is  bard  to  say  which  in  particular  Tommy  had  his  eye 
upon  when  he  was  "  inditing  of  this  matter."  The  Meditations  of  Di- 
vines upon  Deaths  must  be  very  irksome  where  they  have  so  much  temp- 
tation to  bestow  them'upon  Livings  with  much  greater  jaro/f^ 

31  "  a  mad  Preacher."  There  is  a  crazy  Knight-errant  of  Ortho- 
dox second-sight,  perambulating  the  world  with  a  Captain  Gordon,  of 
whose  mad  fame  perhaps  Tommy  is  jealous,  but  this  Knight  of  the 
Strong  Jrm  "  hath  method  in  his  madness."  In  the  very  ravings  of  his 
mind's  inanity,  and  sublimity  of  his  incomprehensibleness,  he  peers  into 
the  seven  heavens  of  St.  Paul  and  says,  "  that- Second  Reformation 
comins   with  a  flood  of  light   like  the  lava  of  the  Eternal   throne  to 


'  ^"lf( 


you  ^ 
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N  a  Non-entity,  silly  and  old ; 

O  is  an  Omnibus  Owl,  a  sad  scold; 

P  a  keen  Parson,  who  gathers  tithe  doles, 

Quite  careful  to  cure  more  of  tenths  than  of  souls 


NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

smother  in  a  shower  of  ashes  the  cities,  and  nations,  and  tongues,  and 
people,  ttho  may  resist    the  saving   inspirations    of  Grace  which    the 

spirit  uttercth' through  himself  and  the  Captain  !  There  are  a  great 

many  mad  persons  besides  this  Strongboneian.  There  is  one,  a  Ba- 
ronet, that  every  one  knows  is  "aiquil  to  a  march  hare."  Another  is 
so  rabid  and  vicious  in  his  venenious  sputter  and  spleen  agains-t  the  "  de- 
luded multitude,"  that  his  parishioners  keep  at  a  civil  distance,  and  like 
three-fourths  of  the  Country  Church  "  Labourers  in  the  vineyard,"  he 
has  no  souls  but  those  of  bis  own  family  and  the  clerk  to  save  for  the 
next  world,  by  making  them  unhappy  and  miserable  in  this.  It  would 
be  too  voluminous  to  mention  all  the  cracked  Parsons  who  are  spiritual 
guides  in  Ireland,  "upon  a  consideration." 

N  There  was  a  doting  old  Rector  in  a  midland  county,  who,  in  his 
ninetieth  year,  used  to  hold  strange  colloquies  with  his  parishioners. 
"  Sir,"  said  a  Grazier  to  him  one  day  at  vestry,  "  you  ought  to  enter 
into  the  composition  with  us."  "  Aye,  indeed,  aye,  indeed,  honey," 
replied  his  Reverence,  "I  am  but  old  and  silly,  with  one  leg  in  the 
grave  already,  and  for  the  time  I  have  to  stay  with  you,  you  ought  to 
treat  me  decently  and  double  my  income,"  (already  £600.)  "  True,  Sir," 
answered  the  Grazier,  "  true,  you  have  one  leg  in  the  grave,  and  must  be 
going  so  soon  wholus  bolus,  that  you  ought  to  be  thinking  of  nothing 
else  but  the  next  world  ;  but,  to  have  our  blessings  with  you,  it  would  be 
only  necessary  for  you  to  compound  with  us  for  twenty-one  years  at 
half  your  income,  so  as  to  leave  your  successor  as  light  a  burden  upon 
us  as  possible."  "  What,  you  ruffian,"  roared  the  Divine,  making  a  blow 
of  bis  walking  cane  at  the  Grazier,  "  rob  me  of  my  last  hold  !  Indeed, 
and  by  G I"wont !"    The  ruling  passion  was  strong  almost  in  death. 

O  There  are  so  many  Omnibus  (the  word  has  grown  into  repute  in 
Dublin  of  late)  Parsons  in  Ireland,  where  there  is  only  one  Omnibus 
Gentleman  according  to  law,  that  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  point  out 
the  particular  working  Owl  alluded  to  in  the  text.  Almost  every  one  in 
Dublin  will  recognise  the  '*  Omnibus  Owl"  that  tforAs  on  the  Sabbath 
for  Reverend  Gentlemen,  at  the  rate  of  half-a-guinea  a  scold,  when  they 
go  out  on  parties  of  pleasure  on  Sundays,  and  leave  their  flocks  in  care 
of  screech-owls. 

P  and  Q  A  country  gentleman  at  a  late' public  meeting  in  Dublin, 
pledged  himself  to  the  veracity,  which  indeed  no  one  could  doubt,  of  a 
statement  that  he  made  to  the  following  effect : — "  A  poor  widow  was 
suffered,  after  her  husband's  death,  to  hold  her  cottage  and  acre  of 
ground,  if  she  could  manage  to  pay  her  way,  and  with  the  help  of  her 
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R  is  a  Rector  with  Prebend  and  Stall ; 
^S  a  snug  Glebe-House  called  "  Simony  Hall :" 
T  a  tough  teacher  of  tabernacle  lore  ; 
U  is  an  Ultra  whose  God-head  is  four : 
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neighbours  she  was  getting  on  pretty  well.  She  contrived  to  keep  her 
cow,  her  honyicn,  and  her  "  handful  of  fowl"  safe  and  sound,  until 
the  tithe  proctor  got  a  hitch  at  her.  The  parish  was  under  the  Compo- 
sition, and  her  half-yearly  payment  was  seven  shillings  ;  upon  the 
particular  occasion  alluded  to,  she  had  only  six  shillings  ready,  but  the 
Parson  refused  it,  and  insisted  upon  her  settling  with  the  "  Receiver" 
or  Proctor  ;  the  Proctor  would  not  take  the  money,  and  she  went  to 
the  next  village  to  borrow  the  remaining  shilling: — the  "  Receiver"  was 
entitled  to  fees  upon  all  seizures,  &c. ;  and  before  her  return  he  had 
her  cow  seized  and  safely  lodged  in  the  pound,  the  fees  of  which 
were  in  co-partnership  between  himself  and  the  Clerk  of  the  Church. 
The  widow's  little  boy  tried  to  turn  back  the  cow  j  for,  the  affections  of 
the  "  chilthrin"  were  very  great  for  tho**collien  dhass;"  this  offence 
was  easily  managed — the  Parson  was  a  magistrate,  and  he  instantly 
granted  a  warrant  against  the  child  for  the  assault ;  by  some  chance 
or  other,  a  twin  brother  was  arrested  on  it,  in  mistake,  and  after  a  little 
less  than  a  week's  confinement  the  innocent  child  was  released  j  but 
the  cow  had  to  remain  in  pound  for  a  few  days,  till  the  "slip  iv  a  pig" 
was  sold  at  the  fair  for  thirty  shillings,  to  release  all!" 

R  It  is  not  enough  for  a  Rector  to  have  £800  or  a  thousand  a  year, 
but  lest  the  Curate,  who  has  but  £75  and  does  all  the  duty,  might  get 
too  fat  to  ride  the  parish  upon  the  embassy  of  curing  souls,  by  the  addition 
of  a  Prebend's  hundred  a  year,  or  the  thirty  pounds  attached  to  a  Stall, 
his  Reverence  takes  the  temptation  to  himself  and  makes  the  fag 
practice  the  ancient  apostolical  forbearance  that  leadeth  to  attenuation ! 
iS  We  beg  to  refer  our  readers  to  the  dialogue,  or  rather  dramatic 
scene,  in  page  ,  where  "  Simony  Hall"  is  puffed  off  with  all  the  tor- 
tuous writhings  of  language  that  "  choice  scraps"  from  the  man  "wot 
does  the  leaders  for  Robins"  could  furnish. 

T  The  alliteration  which  our  friend  Tommy  has  attempted  so  admi- 
rably in  this  sublime  passage,  can  not  fail  of  attracting  universal  admi- 
ration. We  have  known  many  a  tough  divine  at  a  sermon,  many  a 
teacher  of  things  he  did  not  practice,  and  many  a  tabernacle  whiner, 
under  a  parson's  cloak;  but  the  idea  of  a  sturdy,  rough  churchman, 
searching  out  the  lore  of  puritan  aspirations,  to  prolong  the  respect  of 
the  world  for  lucrative  sanctity,  is  new,  and  belongs  to  the  days  of  dotage 
into  which  the  Church  by  law  established,  is  fast  falling.  Nothing 
escapes  Tommy. 

U  T'^iWMjy  evidently  intends  a  stab  at  some  unheard-of  Ultra  Bishop, 
who  adores  the  Secular  Crown  full  as  much  as  he  does  the  Heavenly  one  j 
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ff^wsLS  a  wrangler,  a  "worshipful"  wight; 
X  an  x-ample  of  Xenophon's  might  ! 
Y  a  YOUTH,  tradesman-like,  'prentice  to  Grace — 
Z  zeal — for  tithes !  not  "  the  call,"  in  his  face  ! 
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or  he  means  probably,  in  addition  lo  the  clear  and  intelligible  expo- 
sition of  St.  Athenasius  of  the  three  persons,  a  new  one  showing  a 
fourth,  of  modern  times,  adored  and  worshipped  by  the  holy  men  of  the 
Established  Hierarchy,  namely,  the  Mitre  I  "An  by  the  piper  that 
played  afore  JNIoses,"  as  Paddy  says,  "  ids  small  blame  to  their  honors 
ail  glory,  for  that  same  !" 

ff^  It  [is  well  known  that  your  Senior  Wrangler  has  a  good  chance 
of  getting  a  Benefice,  and  no  wonder,  for  nothing  could  serve  to 
keep  delusion  alive,  that  is,  the  delusion  of  Ascendancy,  better  than 
dictatorial  disputation,  particularly  if  the  Orthodox  Solon  should  be 
also  an  Orthodox  Magistrate.  "  Plaise  your  Reverence's  Worship," 
is  a  general  salutation  from  Paddy  to  his  Incumbent  (or  rather  Incum- 
brance, as  in  the  text,  line  I ;)  but  this  couplet  is  chiefly  remarkable  for 
Tommy'shappj  talent  for  alliteration. 

X  One  of  Xenophon's  greatest  glories  was  his  success  in  leading  his 
ten  thousand  through  extraordinary  difticulties :  it  is  quite  certain  that 
the  High  Priest  of  the  "Church  by  law  established"  will  be  a  greater 
general,  if  he  can  bring  his  devouring  legions  of  Bishops,  Parsons, 
Priests  and  Deacons  through  the  tide  and  quick-sands  of  public  opi- 
nion, just  now  setting  so  hard  upon  them.  All  men  and  no  officers,  is 
a  very  bad  sort  of  organization  ;  but  all  officers  and  no  men,  is  one 
infinitely  worse. 

Y  We  once  had  a  conversation  with  a  very  worthy  sort  of  Divine, 
who  was  very  much  prone  to  the  sinjple  way  of  taking  every  thing  as 
lie  found  it,  and  giving  God  thanks  by  the  Rule  and  Compass  of  the 
"Common  Prayer  Book."  His  Reverence  had  an  only  son  who  was 
a  bit  of  a  scamp,  and  between  pelting  stones  at  the  cabin  curs,  taking 
a  long  shot  at  the  widows'  hens,  and  tickling  the  pretty  girls  at 
high- gates,  he  was  thought  so  hopeful  a  youth,  that  his  neighbours 
considered  he  showed  a  great  Janius  for  holy  orders,  and  hoped  be- 
fore their   death   to  see  him  a  Bishop.     "Pray  Mr. ,"  said  xve,  very 

gravely,  "  what  profession  do  you  design  for  your  son  ?"  "  The  Church, 
Sirs,  the  Church ;  I  have  some  interest  in  that  quarter."  "  But,  Sir,  are 
you  sure  the  lad  has  a  predilection  for  the  Church?"  "  Sirs,  I  am 
damned  sure  that  he's  not  such  an  Ass  as  not  to  have  a  predilection, 
as  you  choose  to  call  it,  for  a  snug  glebe,  a  good  inconie,  little  to  do, 
and  good  living."  "Oli,  pardon  us.  Sir,  we  do  not  for  an  instant  doubt 
all  that — but — but — in  siiort.  Sir,  is  it  consistent  with  Scripture  or  reason 
that  he  should  become  a  teacher  of  6od'»   woid,  without  any  command 

C 
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8fc.  Sfc.  means  apperseeand ; 

Id  est,  "Oh  that  a  Mitre  were  fast  in  my  hand  !" 
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or  calling  from  him,  or  even  without  any  request  or  desire  from  the 
congregation  over  which  he  will  undertake  such  an  awful  responsi- 
bility." "What!  Gentlemen,  are  you  serious;  do  j/ot^  think  you  are 
speaking  common  sense,  or  that  /  do  not  know  the  difference  between 
theory,  and  practice  ?"  "  Oh,  good  morrow.  Sir  ;  we  beg  your  pardon  for 
fiiaking  so  free— hope  we  have  not  hurt  your  feelings  as  much  as  we 
tave  displayed  our  own  want  of  knowledge  as  to  the  motives  of  the 
'  calling.'     Good  l)y,  good  by." 

Z  As  if  the  Eslahlished  Hierarchy  were  determined  to  leave  no  doubt 
that  they  are  not  the  servants  of  Christ,  they  act  diametrically  at  va- 
riencewith  his  direct  words.  He  says,  '<  many  are  called,  but  few  are 
chosen."  They  prove  of  themselves  that  "none  are  'called'  and  all 
chosen  !"  "  for  wheresoever  the  carcase  is,  there  will  the  eagles  be 
gathered  together." — jlIalA.  xxiv.  28. 

t^-e.  ^c.  We  refer  pur  readers  to  our  pretty  etching  of  the  flying 
"  Mitre."  While  such  things  are  agoing  what  lucky  dogs  we  should 
be  if  we  could  catch  a  Union  of  them  for  the  Cornel  ;  but  we  forget 
that  the  wish  is  Tommy's. 


\i{'/fij'^f-^ 
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MRS.  C AND   MR.  S- 


It  is  notorious  that  Mrs.  C has  been  living  with 

Mr.  S ,  as  his  acknowledged  concubine,  for  a  very 

considerable  period,  to  the  great  scandal  of  the  real 
friends  of  both  parties.  It  is  rather  a  misfortune  that 
in  this  particular  liaison  the  grey-mare  happens  to  be 
the  better  horse.  She  does  just  as  she  pleases,  and 
what  she  pleases,  while  he,  good  easy  old  gentleman — 
so  thoroughly  hen-pecked  is  he — seems  quite  uncon- 
scious that  the  finger  of  scorn  is  wagged  at  him,  or 
that  the  world  laughs  at  the  unblushing  manner  in 
which  the  lady  wears  the  breeches.  Indeed,  in  his 
external  deportment,  he  studies  as  much  as  possible 
to  show  a  swagger  of  independence  3  but  every  fool 
sees,  that,  in  reality,  he  is  under  her  petticoat  govern- 
ment. Unfortunately,  they  have  many  friends,  or 
rather  pandering  hangers-on,  interested  in  the  continu- 
ation of  their  intrigue;  for  the  good  couple  keep  a 
very  warm  house  in  the  vicinity  of  Westminster.  They 
are  proprietors  of  two  club-rooms,  where  persons  of 
self- in  stalled  consequence  assemble  at  late  hours  during 
the  winter  and  spring  months.  The  upper  club-room 
is  no  better  than  a  coterie  of  elderly  Ladies  of  the  mas- 
culine gender,  who  are  as  fond  of  talk  and   fudge  as 

NOTE  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

*  We  are  left  in  the  dark  as  to  the  real  personages,  in  conseqaence  of 
the  contribator  of  this  on  dil  not  having  furnished  us  with  the  names  in 
full.  We  know  a  gouty  old  couple  in  Paris,  of  the  name  of  Mrs.  Church 
and  Mr.  State,  but  they  Lave  been  divorced  lately. 
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any  old  women  in  the  land.  The  members  of  it  are, 
really,  a  kind  of  duones,  who  have  nothing  to  do  after 
Slicking  the  honey- combs  of  the  working  bees,  but  to 
sit  down  buzzing  away  at  one  another,  till  all  the  world 
is  tired  of  their  useless  hum.  Mrs.  C has  con- 
trived to  hen-peck  these  elderly  folk,  as  well  as  her 
own  paramour,  and  she  actually  presides  over  their 
meetings  dressed  out  in  her  best  laivn  sleeves,  and 
bedizened  with  her  mitre-cap  and  trimmings,  looking  as 
bloated,  and  pursy,  and  proud,  as  "  mine  hostess.'' 
The  lower  club- room  is  frequented  by  a  set  of  black 
legs,  elected  hy  the  drones  of  the  upper  room.  These 
black-legs  gamble  away  other  people's  money  in  a 
most  profligate  and  extravagant  manner.  They,  too, 
are  mighty  fond  of  talk  and  late  hours.  Like  all  bro- 
ther-hoods of  the  pave,  the  members  whereof  are  fond 
of  having  their  hands  in  other  people's  pockets,  they, 
very  sagaciously,  consider  that  their  doings  could  not 
bear  the  light :  accordingly,  they  have  made  choice 
of  midnight  as  the  most  suitable  hour  for  carrying  on 
their  nefarious  practices.  If  an  honest  man  detect  one 
of  these  gentry  in  the  act  of  picking  his  pocket,  the 
rogue  will  turn  round  on  him,  and  Mith  the  most  un- 
blushing efFronteiy  tell  him  to  his  very  face  that  he  '*  is 
privileged  to  do  so,  that  he  is  his  friend — his  delegate  atr 
that    club-room — actually    sent   there    by  the    honest 

people  to  manage  such  affairs  for  them,  and  that "  in' 

short,  it  is  hard  to  say  what  assertion  would  be  too  hot 
or  too  heavy  for  him  to  make. 

Ever  since  Mr.  S 's  unfortunate  connexion  with 

Mrs.  C ,  his  fortune  has  been  wasting  away  in  a' 

most  shameful  manner.  His  estate  is  now  so  hampered 
and  locked  up  with  mortgages,  that  the  real  friends  of 
the  family  know  not  what  to  advise,  and  the  agents- 
find  the  rent-roll  is  unable  to  pay  the  interest  of  the 
debts  with  the  expenses  of  management.     There  is  a 
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singular  contrast  in  the  state  of  Mrs.  C 's  affairs. 

She  has  been  always  so  careful  of  the  main  point,  that 
while  her  deary's  estate  was  melting  away,  hers  was 
augmenting  into  unbounded  wealth.  This  she  con- 
trived by  coaxing  silly  Mr.  S out  of  rich  gifts  and 

forfeitures  in  the  hey-day  of  her  fascinating  youth  and 
blandishments.  When  once  secure  of  her  ascendancy 
over  the  poor  dear  gentleman,  she  artfully  managed  to 
throw  all  the  expense  of  supporting  herself  and  the 
tag-rag-and-bob-tail  of  her  relations,  down  to  the 
ninety-ninth  cousinship  of  her  fraternity,  upon  the 
peculations  and  plunder  of  the  good-man's  inheritance. 
Yet,  he  has  continued  so  blind  and  bewitched  about 
her,  that  if  she  only  put  on  a  woe-begone  countenance, 
or  cry  out  that  she  "  is  in  danger  !"  he  will  throw  his 
arms  around  her,  and  hug  the  frumpy  old  croaker  to 
his  bosom,  like  a  silly  dotard,  as  he  is.  The  expedients 
and  shifts  which  she  has  driven  the  old  gentleman  upon, 
to  enable  him  to  keep  up  his  household  and  appearances, 
notwithstanding  the  manner  in  which  his  estate  is 
dipped,  are  of  a  very  extraordinary  nature.  The  chief 
of  his  agents  is  an  "  old  lady"  in  Threadneedle-street, 
who  keeps  a  shop,  where  she  has  the  cleverness  and 
audacity  to  persuade  the  multitude  to  pay  the  sterling 
gold  and  silver  coins  of  the  realm  down  on  the  nail, 
in  exchange  for  her  bits  of  rags.     She  is  authorised  to 

pay   away  the  income   of  Mr.  S ,  in  these  bits  of 

rags,  to  bis  creditors,  by  the  Avay  of  keeping  the  interest 
on  his  debts  clear.  His  servants  and  followers  join  in 
the  scramble  every  half  year;  and  on  the  winding  up  of 
the  accounts,  it  is  found  that  the  rent-roll  is  not  suffi- 
cient for  all  their  cravings.  To  provide  for  the  defi- 
ciency, fresh  mortgages  are  issued  under  the  delusion 
of  being  secured  upon  estates  already  doubly  bankrupt ! 
This  seems  a  very  great  absurdity  ;  nevertheless,  there 
arc  people   who  contrive    to  manage  the   matter   one 
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way  or  other,  and  it  is  probable  they  will  go  on  with 
this  sort  of  swindling,  till  there  will  be  a  regular 
blow-up,  and  no  more  mortgagees  will  be  got,  silly 
enough  to  be  gudgeoned.  The  creditors,  indeed,  of 
late,  have  become  a  little  shy.  They  meet  at  change, 
and  tip  the  nose  at  each  other,  asking  how  it  happens 

that  Mrs.  C still  continues  to  stow  away  so  much 

of  Mr.  S 's  property,  and  how  it  is  that   she  still 

succeeds  in  clutching  so  much  of  his  annual  income,  to 
cast  it,  like  pearls  before  swine,  to  her  poor  and  ra- 
venous relations — the  dear,  unfriended,  ill-provided-for, 
though  deserving  creatures  ! 

Mrs.  C ,  although  in  her  dotage,  and  on  her  last 

legs,  is  yet  sensible  that  any  investigation  ^vould  ex- 
pose strange  doings  between  herself  and  her  hen  pecked 
paramour.  She  will,  as  long  as  she  has  a  kick  left,  do 
her  utmost  to  resist  inquiry,  as  it  Avould  let  in  the  broad 
day  light.  Her  power  over  the  old  dotard  will  give 
her  great  facilities  for  blindfolding  the  Committees  of 
Inquiiy,  a  strong  instance  of  the  bad  effects  and  impro- 
priety of  such  an  unholy  union  between  the  parties. 


THE 
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RoiiY  Connor  was  a  portly  little  tun  of  a  man,  well 
to  do  in  the  world,  and  once  occupied  a  very  large 
farm  ;  but  some  how  or  other  he  found  it  the  labour  of 
half  his  life  to  make  a  shift  to  stock  it  fully  to  his  heart's 
content.  At  length  he  did  accomplish  the  matter,  by 
coaxing  and  inciting  his  daughters  to  rear  calves  and 
lambs  every  season,  and  his  sons  to  the  rearing  of  foals 
and  pigs,  until  he  was  as  snug  a  man  as  any  in  the  pa- 
rish. All  this  time  Rory  contrived  to  keep  his  rent 
clear,  and  to  put  his  gates,  fences,  plough-gear  and  cars 
into  complete  order ;  and  he  had  already  commenced, 
on  a  small  scale,  a  few  experiments  in  farming,  that  told 
so  well  as  to  induce  him,  when  he  found  himself  strong 
enough,  to  launch  out  on  an  extended  system  of  im- 
provement. This  he  managed  so  judiciously  and  sen- 
sibly, that  after  a  few  seasons  he  had  the  most  abundant 
haggard  of  any  man  in  his  county  possessed  of  the  same 
number  of  acres.  The  l*arson  of  the  parish  very  soon 
began  to  think  it  was  unjust  of  Rory  to  attempt  putting 
him  off  with  the  same  payment  for  tithes,  which  he  had 
done  when  his  crops  were  not  half  so  good ;  but  Rory 
Connor  could  not  for  the  life  of  him,  bring  himself  to 
think  it  a  whit  unjust.  In  short,  he  was  so  silly  as  to 
imagine  that  the  Parson  had  no  right  to  a  tenth  of  the 
fruits  of  his  industry  over  and  above  the  tenth  whiph  he 
acknowledged  to  be  his  due  out  of  the  natural  j)roduce 
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of  the  land  in  the  ordinary  state  it  was  in  when  he  took 
it.  So,  to  war  he  and  the  Parson  went  pell  mell ;  and 
the  end  of  the  matter  was,  that  Rory  had  to  throw  out 
the  tithe  of  his  crops  the  next  season,  which  grieved 
him  very  sorely :  however,  there  was  no  use  in  fretting, 
and  as  he  had  a  fine  fallow  field  of  thirty  acres  ready 
tilled  for  wheat,  he  thought  it  would  be  prudent  to 
wait  upon  the  Parson  before  he  commenced  the  sowing, 
to  see  what  terms  he  could  make  :  accordingly  he  went 
one  day  to  his  Reverence,  and  laid  down  his  case  in  a 
very  business-like  manner : 

"  Please  your  honor,"  says  Rory,  taking  off  his  cmu- 
heen,  and  standing  bare-headed  on  the  steps  of  the  hall- 
door  before  the  apostle  of  humility,  "  I  won't  sow  a 
grain  in  the  big  folia  this  saisin,  barn  your  Reverence 
agree  wid  me  for  the  tide  aforehand." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Parson,  "  if  you  like  to  cut  off  your 
nose  to  vex  your  face,  you  may  do  so  if  you  please." 

"  Ay-a  5  but,  your  honor,"  replied  Rory,  squeezing 
the  thatch  of  his  knowledge-box  together,  and  looking 
a  little  puzzled,  "  would' nt  your  Reverence  lose  your 
tide  thin,  secon  case,  as  well  as  I'd  lose  my  crap,  an 
what  id  be  the  good  iv  that  to  any  body  ?" 

"  Oh,"  cried  his  Reverence,  "  that  's  more  your 
affair  than  mine  ;  you  would  have  nine  times  as  much  at 
stake  as  I  would.  I  could  stand  the  loss  of  a  tenth,  but 
the  loss  of  nine-tenths  would  smash  you,  and  then  you 
might  pocket  your  gains  for  opposing  the  laws  of  the 
land." 

"  Musha  !  bud  I  dun-na  what  to  do,"  replied  Rory, 
more  puzzled  than  ever ;  "  shure  af  your  honor  thinks 
so  little  about  your  share,  id's  mighty  aisy  for  you  to 
make  the  matter  plaisin,  by  takin  what  ye  ever  an 
always  tuck." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  hastily  exclaimed  the  Parson,  "  the 
tenth  is  my  right,  and  I  must  have  it." 
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"  Tunther-an-ouns  !"  roared  Connor — bilt  he  paused 
a  little,  and  thought  it  best  to  curb  his  passion — "  I  was 
goin  to  say,  plaise  your  honor — that,  couldn't  we  come 
upon  agreement  aforehand,  an  let  uz  know  the  worst 
before  we  sow  the  handful  iv  corn  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  we  could  !"  said  his  Reverence :  "  let 
me  see  : — ten  times  thirty,  three  hundred — three  times 
tlH-ee  hundred,  nine  hundred — one-tenth  of  nine  hun- 
dred, is  ninety.  Well,  Mister  Connor,  I  will  take  £90 
in  hand  for  the  tithe  of  that  field." 

"  Oah  !  murther,  murther,"  groaned  Rory,  "  won't 
you  allow  any  thin  for  the  rint,  thin  the  cess,  thin  for 
jury  tax,  thin   for  the  plowin,  harrowin,  seed,  reapin, 

stackin,  thrashin would'nt  a  ti?ith  of  what  id  be  left, 

be  in  raisin  ?" 

"  Tut,  tut  J  nonsense,  man  !"  exclaimed  the  Parson  ; 
"  the  law  says  a  tenth  of  the  whole  ;  I'm  not  the  one  to 
break  the  law  ;  I'll  stand  by  the  law." 

"  Do,  an   be  d ."     Here  Rory  bit   his   lips   and 

gulped  down  what  he  was  about  to  say,  then  resumed : 
"  I  main,  your  honor,  that  would'nt  it  be  a  dam'd  good 
thing  for  your  Reverence  to  get  £50  down  on  the 
nail?" 

"  You  might  as  well  offer  me  a  penny  piece,"  cried 
his  Reverence,  snapping  his  finger. 

"  Well,  will  £60  do  your  honor  ?" 

"  No,"  answered  the  Parson,  "  not  as  much  as  one 
farthing  less  than  the  £90." 

"  Why  thin,"  roared  out  Connor,  bursting  away  from 
the  shepherd  of  the  faithful,  in  a  broiling  rage,  "  may 
the  devil  burn  me  aquil  to  St.  Antony,  if  ever  you  han- 
dle a  fardien  out  of  that  same  field  from  me — if  you  do, 
that  I  may  turn  into  a  pinkecn  this  blessed  hour  !" 

And  Rory  Connor  kept  his  word  with  the  Parson ; 
for  he  left  the  fallow  idle,  till,  tow^'ds  Christmas,  the 
"  boys"  persuaded  him  to  throw  some  hayseeds  in  it, 
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for  the  purpose  of  letting  it  run  to  pasture ;  but  the 
season  was  too  far  gone,  and  in  April  the  field  appeared 
little  better  than  a  coshier.  Rory  depended  upon  his 
barley  and  oats,  and  his  wool  and  his  cattle,  for  being 
able  to  stand  ;  however,  a  disastrous  season  ensued,  and 
he  found  in  the  end  that  he  should  have  submitted,  for 
the  wheat  is,  after  all,  the  main  chance  for  the  rent. — 
He  became  dispirited,  downcast,  negligent ;  and  after  a 
couple  of  years  of  hard  struggle,  he  was  at  length 
"  broke  down  horse  and  foot,"  and  "  canted  out  of 
house  and  home."  His  landlord,  very  kindly,  allowed 
him  to  take  away  as  much  of  his  "  substance"  as  was 
sufficient  to  set  him  up  tolerably  Avell  on  a  small  farm 
of  forty  acres — an  old  family  take — at  a  cheap  rate, 
which  Rory  never  thought  much  of  before.  Here  his 
misfortunes  preyed  so  much  upon  him,  that  in  two  or 
three  years  he  looked  as  old  and  withered  as  if  twenty 
additional  winters  had  passed  over  his  head  :  but  his 
sons  and  daughters  were  all  grown  up  ;  a  clever,  hand- 
some and  industrious  family  :  they  set  their  shoulders  to 
the  wheel,  and  once  more  rendered  the  condition  of 
their  parents  easy  and  comfortable.  However,  Connor 
never  could  get  over  his  asperity  to  the  Parsons.  He 
left  his  affairs  in  the  hands  of  his  children,  who  had 
proved  so  worthy  of  his  confidence,  and  he  indulged  his 
whims  and  fancies  in  a  very  odd  way ;  drawing  every 
thing  in  nature  and  art  into  his  aid,  and  auxiliary  to  his 
spleen,  against  their  Reverences.  The  particular  instance 
which  I  mean  to  give  of  his  way  in  this  respect,  oc- 
curred one  winter's  morning-  when  the  family  were  out 
towards  the  haggard,  foddering  and  milking  the  cows. 
A  strong  hoar-frost  had  set  in,  with  a  slight  layer  of 
snow,  which  had  fallen  during  the  preceding  night,  un- 
derneath. Rory  came  down  to  the  room,  but  none  of 
the  "  boys  nor  girl^"  had  entered  it  yet,  and  every  thing 
looked  cold   and  chilly,    though  exceedingly  neat    and 
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orderly.  There  was  the  old  family  clock  behind  the 
door,  that  used  to  j^ivc  some  signs  of  life  in  its  dull 
"■  click-clock,"  as  sober  as  a  judge ;  for  the  frost  had 
frozen  up  its  guts  during  the  night.  To  be  sure,  the 
cricket  Mas  so  proud  of  his  snug  birth  in  the  hob,  that 
he  kept  up  his  incessant  "chirp-chirp-chirp"  as  if  all 
the  world  should  rejoice  with  him  at  the  fire  being  lit 
at  last.  Rory  didn't  care  a  pinch  of  snufF  about  the 
cricket ;  but  stepped  towards  the  fire,  rubbing  his 
hands,  and  soliloquizing  after  the  following  strange 
fashion : — 

**  Iss — this  is  a  sharp  mor-i-nin  an  airnest.  That  fire 
is  as  lazy  about  lightin  up  as  young  Nick  id  be  about 
lavin  his  starabout  to  show  the  procthcr  the  meadows. 
I'm  shure  Betty  didn't  take  her  usyiel  throuble  wud  id. 
Well,  I'll  thry  the  beUis«;  at  id,  any  how  : — puff,  puff: — 
eh  !  rot  it  an  sink  it ;  what  fits  are  ye  in  now,  for  one 
belliss  ?  not  another  blast  in  ye '  yer  clapper 's  out  of 
tchune  I  suppose.  By  the  tables  ov  war,  bud  yer  like 
a  Parson  that  lost  his  tide — ye  won't  give  uz  another 
puffwidout  raisin:  g'along  into  the  corner  there — I'll 
have  no  more  to  do  wid  ye;  bud  aisy — aisy — what  ails 
my  wiudee  pains  intirely — the  glass  iz  turned  into  ice,  I 
b'lieve.  Ah-ha !  I  see  my  little  robin-red-  breast  on 
the  windee  stool — the  poor  little  creathur  ! — he's  singin 
his  little  petition  to  be  let  in — all  his  little  pride  ov 
keepin  from  beggin  is  knock'd  in  the  head :  necessity 
has  no  law :  he  only  wants  a  crumb,  may  be  :  well,  I'll 
give  him  some  iv  mine  while  the  Parson  leaves  me  a 
loaf :  he  looks  so  pittyful,  an  so  modest,  an  so  like  little 
Jinny,  the  creathur  !  Avhin  she  wants  to  coax  me  :  he's 

not  like  that  impident  son  of  a ,  that  stone-chat- 

thcr,  that's  lit  beside  him  there,  jirkin  an  smirkin  his 
head,  an  tossin  his  eye  about,  "  seekin  what  he  may 
devour" — why  the  fellow  looks  as  impident  an  pryin  as 
a  tide-procther !    Ay,  faiks;    he   has  all  the  jirks,  an 
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quirks,  an  cliather  iv  a  little  attorney  of  Docthers  Com- 
mons !  An  see  what  a  possy  iv  sparrows  iz  pounced  upon 
the  sheaf  iv  corn  in  the  gardin  there.  By  jingo,  they're  like 
a  gang  iv  Parsons  ov  a  harvest  day.  Hoot !  now  they're  off 
to  the  stacks,  bad  luck  to  them  !  All's  fish  that  comes  to 
their  nets.  See  how  they  tear  my  sheaves — oh,  the 
plunthering  rascals  !  By  G —  they  don't  care  who  they 
rob.  They'll  be  off  to  the  cottiers'  cabins  directly,  and 
take  a  tinth  ov  all  the  creathurs  are  worth  in  the  world  : 
see  what  bills  they  have — they'd  devour  any  thin.  Bud 
oh  !  milie  murther  !  my  gooseberry  bushes  !  See  where 
that  scounthrel  ov  a  bullfinch,  wid  his  squireen  red 
waistcoat,  is  perched.  See  how  he  nibs  off  the  buds  iv 
my  fruit  threes  !  By  Jaminee,  the  rascal  wont  lave  me 
a  gooseberry  for  next  summer — an  all  the  time  he's  so 
proud  an  brave  lookiu — hasn't  he  the  impidence  iv  the 
divil  ?  Eh !  what's  that  I  see  in  the  ivy-bush,  lookin 
so  ser-yis  ? — by  dad,  ids  that  booby  iv  an  owl — why  a 
body  id  think  he  fancied  himself  an  Archbishop  !  By 
gar,  he's  a  steady  lookin  chap.  He  keeps  the  whole 
roost  an  shelter  to  himself.  Here,  Robin,  come  in 
wid  yourself:  see  the  crumbs  are  left  for  ye  on  the 
dhresser  :  aisy — I'll  rise  the  windce  for  ye  ;  there  now, 
don't  be  afeerd  iv  the  cat — she's  out  takin  her  degrees 
this  mornin.  What  scrcedtch  is  that?  Oh,  by  the 
powthers,  ids  puss  that  has  the  Archbishop  an  a  couple 
of  the  Parsons  in  her  clutches.  Huzza!  huzza!  Pussy 
dear!  your  the  sort,  my  jewel !  Betty,  Betty,  give  her 
a  pint  iv  new  milk  for  that. — Huzza  !  huzza  !  huzza  !" 


THE 


DEVIL'S 
SHOOTING  EXCURSION, 


'  I  'udi  gia  dize  a  Bologna 


Del  DiABOL  Tizj  assai,  tra  i  quali  udi, 

Ch'  egli  h  bugiardo,  e  padre  di  menzogna." 

Dantb  Jn/emo,  Cto,  23, 


[We  are  much  indebted  to  our  Contributor,  "Anonymous," 
for  this  amicsing  "  Excursion,"  as  well  as  for  the  "  Fate 
of  the  Frog,"  which  also  he  was  so  good  as  to  furnish. 
We  trust  that  we  may  hereafter  enroll  him  amongst  our 
band  of  "  Marksmen"  for  the  "  Comet,"  and  place  him  on 
the  "  Free  List"  of  our  Editorial  Boudoir.'\  Eds. 


THE 

DEVIL'S  SHOOTING  EXCURSION. 


The  month  was  November  ;  the  morning  fine  ; 

The  clock  had  just  struck  half-past  nine  ; 

The  Di^iL  had  swallowed  his  coffee  and  toast, 

And  sat  by  the  fire  perusing  the  "  Post;" 

"  A  rare  morning/'  cries  he,  "  Ho  !  my  dog  and  gun, 

**  I  vow  I  must  forth  for  a  '  taste'  of  fun ;   • 

**  For  the  last  three  days  I've  been  pinn'd  to  my  desk, 

*'  Writing  Ireland's  history in  burlesque  : 

*^  A  Farce  for  Calcraft  to  bring  on  his  stage, 

''  And  deuce  a  one  better  he  has  had  for  an  age : 

*'  The  Dram.  Pers.  is  warlike  : — on  one  side  Milesian, 

"  And  Saxon  on  t'other,  like  Moslem  and  Grecian  ! 

**  But  my  shot-bag  and  game-bag,  and  gun  and  dog ; 

**  A  November  sun,  if  without  a  fog 

"  Is  not  to  be  lost,  so,  up,  and  away  ! 

*^  Cerberus,  boy  !  to  the  field  and  the  prey  : 

"  Go,  scent  from  the  gales  of  the  *  tainted'  breeze, 

*'  With  your  noses  three,  the  game  in  threes^ 

"  But  of  wluitcvcr  sort  you  please  ; 
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"  I'm  not  particular  : — like  Cockney  wag, 
"  All  stuff  is  game,  that  comes  into  my  bag !" 

Thus  said  the  Devil,  and  forth  he  went ; 

On  slaughter  Charles  X.  was  not  more  intent : 

His  *"  double-tongued  Joe"  was  in  order  prime. 

And  in  squibbing  emitted  a  silver  chime ; 

His  shot  was  "patent;" — but  the  furnace  flame. 

It  was  melted  in,  there's  no  need  to  name, 

Nor  question  ye  whence  his  f"  Davy"  came  j 

But  upon  my  soul,  'twas  a  sight  to  see 

The  Djs'il  in  his  sporting  panoply  ! 

Away  he  walked  adown  his  "  fai*m," 
His  tail  like  a  lady's  train  over  his  arm. 
His  gun  on  his  shoulder,  his  bag  by  his  side. 
And  Cerberus  "casting"  in  three-heade'd  pride  ! 

"  What  a  set !  to-ho  !"  To  north,  west  and  east 

Pointed  at  once  the  well  trained  beast  j 

When  up  from  the  stubble  three  Parsons  arose, 

With  a  sluggish  wing  like  their  cousins  the  crows : 

Bang !  bang !  down  come  two,  whilst  the  third  wends  on ; 

The  Devil  chuckles  and  cries  "  well  done  !" 

Coolly  he  picks  up  and  bags  the  slain  ; 

They  were  fat,  and  their  craws  well  filled  with  grain. 

And  one  had  a  pilfer'd  bulbj  in  his  bill. 

At  the  moment  he  got  the  Devil's  pill. 

Six  Bishops  next  he  meets  in  a  bevy. 
All  rustling  along  in  pomp  to  levee  ; 

•  Double  barrelled  gun. 

f  Gxtniwwder.     Alas!  poor  Sir  Humphrey. 

J  The  te)Uh  of  a  potato  stalk,  we  presume. — Ebs. 
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And,  as  they  cunningly  schem'd  in  pairs. 
How  each  was  to  broach  there  his  little  aflfairs, 
The  Dbvil  came  on  them  unawares. 
From  the  apron'dlot  a  brace  he  pick'd. 
And  falling  on  the  earth  they  kick'd, 
Tenaces  vitcc;  and  though  "  ripe  melons," 
They  "died  as  hard"  as  hardened  felons  ! 

The  remainder  flew  not  far  a-head, 

For  the  mitres  weighed  them  down  like  lead, 

And  robes  and  lawn  sleeves  fluttered  wide. 

Whilst  H«  came  after  with  hot  stride. 

And  slaughtering  without  remorse. 

Left  tivo  more  lying,  each  a  corpse  > 

Who  were  not  transported  to  be  translated 

By  HIM,  they  ever  more  feared  than  hated. 

Of  this  bevy  now  but  two  were  left, 

And  they  of  their  poor  wits  nigh  bereft 

To  a  little  fish-pond  ("  in  danger")  flew. 

Well  stocked  with  gudgeons,  as  they  knew ; 

And  though  but  a  dirty  duck-  pond  it  be,  • 

Those  floundering  fish  will  have  it  a  Sbb  ! 

Here  the  Bishops  used  oft  times  angle  for  tithe. 

And  laugh  when  they  saw  how  the   gudgeons  would 

writhe ; 
But  now  this  poor  brace  got  hid  in  the  sedges, 
Wherewith  v»as  lined  this  fish-pond's  edges  j 
But  Cerberus  with  his  triple  snout 
Soon  from  their  covert  stirred  them  out. 
And  the  Devil,  who  thought  it  a  sin  and  a  shame 
To  leave  one  trace  of  their  ominous  name. 
Unsparingly  slew  and  "  bagged  the  game  /" 

Re-loaded,  he  leaves  that  field,  and  comes 
(In  search,  as  he  says,  of  "  daintier  crumbs,") 
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To  a  bare  wild  pasture,  where  he  finds 

Flocks  of  Dissenters  "speaking  their  minds." 

Quoth  he,  "  I  must  talk  with  those  good  friends, 

"  Of  the  public  weal,  and their  own  ends  : 

"  None  on  their  rights  they'll  let  encroach, 

"  But  stretch  up  their  long  necks  at  approach ; 

"  Wary  and  cunning,  they  see  me, — and  fly ; — 

J^  La !  there  they  are  off : — aye,  up  in  the  sky  ! 

"  Why  the  Devil  himself  can't  reach  them  so  high  !" 

And  swift  through  the  aether  their  phalanx  whirled. 
For  they  were  not  weighed  down  by  the  goods  of  tlic 

world ; 
And  there  they'd  have  wheeled  from  morning  till  night. 
Their  wings  were  long  and  their  bodies  light ; 
But  the  Devil  was  wearied,  and  cursing  them  well. 
As  he  could  not  get  one  to  bring  to  hell, 
Soon  left  the  place  in  humbled  pride. 
And  sauntered  along  a  river's  side ; 
Nor  far,  when  up  from  the  rushes  blue, 
A  monstrous  King-fisher  Primate  flew  ! 
Pontificals  floated  around  him  loose. 
Just  as  feathers  do  'bout  a  goose  ; 
But  a  bullet  of  gold  he  got  through  the  head, 
With  an  aim  so  true,  that  he  tumbled  dead ; 
Then  the  Devil  bagged  him  after  las  fall, 
In  Pontificalibus,  mitre  and  all ! 

The  BAG  was  now  full  of  "  stiff"  and  stark," 

And  night  approaching,  threatened  dark  ; 

When  out  from  a  bush  flew  a  Fanatick  Owl  ; 

His  voice  you'd  have  sworn  was  a  church-yard  howl ; 

He  flapped  his  wing  in  the  Devil's  face. 

And  told  him  to  "go  and  seek  for  grace, 

"  Which  if  he  found,  and  his  sins  were  forgiven, 

"  He  would  yet  be  the  chubbiest  cherub  in  heaven, 

"  Tho'  their  dye  were  still  deeper  by  seven  tlincs  <evcn." 
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Thus  he  preached,  but  so  gross  was  this  ^^  Bird  of  God  " 

That  the  Devil  knocked  him  down  with  a  clod, 

III  truth,  not  deeming  it  worth  his  while 

To  waste  "  shot"  upon  prey  so  easy  and  vile, 

And  crammed  the  filthy  mass — tho'  loath — 

Into  his  bursting  game  bag's  mouth  : 

Then  a  "short  cut"  he  took,  "  thus  laden  with  game. 

Back  to  the  "  place"  from  whence  he  came  ! 


You  may  talk  of  your  Statesmen  who  talk  of  Reform, 
But  the  Devil's  the  Pilot  to  weather  the  storm ! 
Of  abuses  in  State  then,  the  clearing  away 
With  all  my  heart  give  to  Burdett  and  to  Grey  : 
On  the  quiddities,  cobwebs,  and  quirks  of  the  law, 
"  The  Lord  Harry"  may  place  his  purgatory  paw ; 
But  oh  !  if  ye  would  not  be  left  in  the  lurch. 
Leave,  leave  to  my  Hero  to  settle  the  Church  ! 
The  Church-Birds  are  plenty  at  present,  no  doubt. 
But  a  few  such  days  "  sporting"  would  soon  thin  them  out 
He's  a  "  capital  shot," — and  I'm  happy  to  say, 
They  are  but  too  ready  to  fly  in  his  way  ! 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH, 


AN  HONORARY  CURATE, 

THE   REVEREND  FRANK   MAW-WORM. 


I 


Who  judged  the  Pharisee  !   what  odious  cause 
Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  he  seduced  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend. 
Or  stabb'd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  I 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ? 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his  Lord.) 
No — the  man's  morals  were  exact,  what  then  > 
'Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gew-gaws  of  no  price ; 
He  wore  them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  synagog:ue-frequentingbeau : 
The  self- applauding  bird,  the  peacock,  see- 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  Pharisee  is  he  ! 
Meridian  sunbeams  tempt  him  to  unfold 
His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near. 
His  measured  step  were  govem'd  by  his  ear : 
And  seems  to  say — ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
I  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace  ! 

COWPKR. 


[Our  contributor  "  J.  G,"  has  favoured  us-  with  the  following 
original  Sketch  of  a  proud  Church-man  :  we  give  it,  not  as 
an  instance  of  church  rapacity  of  course,  but  as  a  specimen 
of  the  sort  of  personages  engendered  by  a  monopoly  of  re- 
ligious controulS^  Eds. 


PETTY-SESSION   SKETCH. 


AN  HONORARY  CURATE. 

Some  weeks  back,  a  pair  of  hulking  young  fellows 
were   brought  before  our    Magistrates,  charged   with 
having  robbed  the  Rev.  Mr.  Maw- worm's  orchard  of  a 
pocket-full  of  apples.     They  were  caught  in  the  fact  by 
the    Rev.  Gentleman    and    his    butler,   about    twelve 
o'clock   at   night.     A   third  person  was   also  charged 
with  having  rescued  one  of  the  prisoners.    The  Rev. 
Mr.  Maw  -worm  sat  on  the  Bench  with  the  Magistrates, 
and  the  offence  being  fully  admitted  by  the  delinquents, 
they  were  fined  ten  shillings  each,  duly  admonished  by 
their  Worships,  and  ordered  to  post  the  blunt  and  de- 
part in  peace.     However,  the  knights  of  the  lickerish- 
tooth  had  scarcely  time  to  reach  the  hem  of  the  green- 
cloth,   ere   his   Reverence  arrested   their  attention  by 
standing  up  and  addressing  them  in  a  singularly  drawl- 
ing, conventicle,  and  dolorous  tone :    "  Mae  friends," 
ejaculated  the  pious  prosecutor,  "  you  have  reason  to 
be  thankful — most  thankful  indeed — for  the  great  cle- 
mency  that   I   and    the  Magistrates  have   vouchsafed 
towards  you  this  day  ;  partly  in  con~sid-er-ation  of  your 
having  pleaded  guilty,  and  partly  in  con-sid-er-ation  of 
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the  inter-fe-rence  of  a  higher  power ;"  [Here  his  Re- 
verence bowed,  turned  up  his  eyes  secundem  artem,  and 
continued  :J — "  But  for  that  inter-fe-rence,  you,  Patrick 
H ,  would  this  day  be  a  dead  man.  I  had  you  co- 
vered with  my  pistol  the  night  of  your  offence,  as  I  and 
my  butler  lay  in  wait — for  I  had  been  warned  of  your 
intended  plunder  of  my  orchard — but  the  mer-ci-ful 
and  mi-rac-u-lous  in-ter-po-sition  of  the  Al-mighty,  in 
a  most  es-pecial  manner,  interfered  on  your  behalf,  and 
caused  my  pistol  to  miss  fire.  I  hope — sincerely  do  I 
hope — this  may  be  a  warning  to  you  for  the  rest  of  your 
life." 

Now  all  this  might  have  passed  over  as  common 
place,  and  the  "  merciful"  intention  of  his  Reverence, 
seeing  that  the  new-light  had  not  penetrated  Paddy's 
heart  so  as  to  keep  him  from  coveting  his  neighbour's 
apples,  to  let  the  moon-light  into  it  on  a  business-like 
manner  by  means  of  a  methodical  pistol  bullet,  might 
never  have  been  recorded — save,  by  the  "  recording 
Angel" — had  not  the  super-added  aunionition  contained 
in  itself  peculiar  touches  of  character — touches  that 
etched  off  the  man  and  the  divine,  in  the  happiest  pen- 
ciling of  portraiture.  Every  one  present  viewed  the 
vraisemblancc  in  the  same  light.  Even  the  always 
tipsy  herald-painter  of  the  town,  whispered  in  the 
court-keeper's  ear,,as  he  jostled  him  Avith  a  "hlc-cup  :" 
"ah — ha,  Jim;  good  again  ;  always  true  to  the  family 
motto : — *  since  God  is  for  the  jNIaw- worms,  what's 
the  use  of  any  one  else  being  against  tlicm  ?'  Sure 
Providence  got  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  ['  hic- 
cup' and  another  jostle]  to  keep  his  Reverence  from 
committing  murther!"  To  understand  perfectly  the 
keeping  of  such  a  faint  outline,  it  may  be  necessary 
to  study  the  following  sketch  of  the  original  Divine  : 

The  Rev.  Frank  Maw-worm  is  a  member  of  a  pro- 
verbially lucky  family.  They  are  a  people  who  have 
tnkcn    root    in    the    land,    and    their    wide-spreading 
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branches  already  cast  their  goodly  shade  over  the 
choicest  springs  of  the  earth.  Nourished  by  the  good 
fat  things  of  thk  Church,  the  fitness  of  the  family 
motto  appears  to  be  indisputable ;  it  is  an  heir-loom  to 
their  ambition,  and  insures  success  by  the  confidence  it 
inspires.  They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin  ;  yet  like 
the  lilies  of  the  valley,  Solomon  in  all  his  gloi*y  was 
not  half  so  great  a  "  swell"  as  each  of  them  is. 

Frank  is  in  the  prime  of  life:  tall,  upright,  and  well 
proportioned.  His  air  is  that  of  self-imagined  conse- 
quence and  command ;  his  smile  rather  habitual  and 
self-satisfied  than  attractive ;  his  step  aristocratic  and 
tramping ;  and  his  slender  cane  more  fidgity,  than 
useful.  He  wears  a  black  frock-coat,  neatly  fitted  to 
show  off  his  goodly  shapes,  but  not  so  long  as  to  hide 
one  inch  of  the  highly  polished  jack-boots — the  black 
sign-posts  of  ascendancy.  He  commonly  wears  green 
goggles,  and  throws  back  his  head  as  he  brushes  by 
you  in  the  street  with  an  air  that  almost  provokes  you  to 
ejaculate — "  pho  !  proud  priest!"  Frank  must  be  the 
first  in  every  thing.  To  excel  is  his  ruling  passion ; 
to  be  the  idol  of  universal  admiration  at  a  respectful 
and  non-approachable  distance,  the  goal  of  his  pursuits. 
Amply  provided  for  by  family  windfalls,  and  a  lucky 
marriage  to  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  British  peer  and 
sinecurist,  his  present  circumstances  place  him  above 
the  necessity  of  practising  devotion  as  a  profession  for 
base  lucre  like  his  "  brother  labourers  in  the  vineyard." 
However  the  profession  might  be  an  incumbrance  to 
another  under  similar  circumstances,  Frank  is  not  the 
one  to  possess  any  thing,  even  of  the  minutest  value, 
without  bringing  it  into  play  as  a  useful  auxiliary.  With 
the  never-dying  impulse  of  his  ruling  passion,  he  is 
prompted  to  think  that  to  be  the  first  of  Churchmen,  is 
not  to  be  the  richest  of  Archbishops,  but  to  be 
the   nearest   to   perfectibility :    divine    without   gain ; 


38  AN  HONORARY  CURATE. 

among  the  first  in  rank,  yet  the  first  in  humility — a 
man  of  fortune,  yet  a  lowly  secondary  curate.  If  cha- 
ritable funds  are  to  be  raised,  fuel,  raiment  and  food 
provided  for  the  poor,  the  destitute  and  infirm  to  be 
visited,  he  must  be  the  first  in  the  ostentatious  march. 
With  all  the  high  duties  of  his  station  to  perform,  he 
is  the  drum-major  in  the  indefatigable  drudgery  of 
drilling  the  shop-keepers  of  his  parish  into  charity; 
but  this  charity  he  makes  a  wearisome  business,  and 
the  donors  do  not  feel  it  be  charity  at  all :  they  contri- 
bute because  they  are  "  ashamed  to  refuse  his  honor ;" 
but  they  cannot  lay  the  flattering  unction  to  their  souls, 
that  what  they  do,  is  charity.  The  good  it  produces, 
to  be  sure,  partly  contents  them ;  still  they  doubt 
whether  even  that  small  modicum  of  contentment, 
counterbalances  the  loss  of  their  pence,  which  they 
often  wonder  at  themselves  for  having  given  so  witlessly. 
The  persons  to  whom  this  alms  is  doled  out,  receive 
it  with  humiliating  feelings,  highly  wrought  upon  by 
the  air  of  patronage  with  which  it  is  given  ;  patronage, 
that  in  manner,  if  not  in  words,  says  : — **  I,  the  first  in 
the  land,  the  special  viceroy  of  Providence,  bestow 
upon  you — the  lowest  outcasts  of  God's  unfortunate 
creatures — this  alms,  to  pr()ve  to  you  the  immeasurable 
distance  he  has  placed  between  the  scruff  of  the  earth 
and  our  high-mightinesses,  the  exclusives  !" 

I  had  nearly  forgotten  to  mention,  that  Frank's  fivststep 
in  the  game  of  life  was  to  a  militmy  air ;  the  teens  of 
his  divinity  discipline  were  tutored  by  the  drill  sergeant. 
This  was  a  proper  preliminary  for  his  apprenticeship 
to  Grace  after  the  usual  fashion ;  that  is,  where  no, 
"  call"  is  waited  for  but  that  of  parents  with  bene- 
fices and  mitres  flitting  before  their  fancies,  and  in 
particular  the  whisper  of  parents  such  as  his,  com- 
manding him,  "  never  to  say  ^  fiolo  episcoparV  without 
the  proper  mental  reservation."    The  art  of  war   and 
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the  art  of  peace-making,  admit  of  a  fractional  incom- 
patibility. The  subaltern  who  mounts  the  breach  for 
seven  shillings  a  day,  and  the  labouring  curate  who 
preaches  his  hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock  for  six  and 
eight-pence,  are  within  a  groat  of  each  other.  Frank 
in  his  first  ensign's  suit,  fancied  "  the  world  was  all 
before  him  where  to  choose  a  place  of  rest,  and  Provi- 
dence his  guide;"  but  somehow  or  other,  the  early 
whisper  of  his  parents  about  the  benefices  and 
mitres,  rang  sweeter  in  his  ear  than  the  din  of  war ; 
and  after  a  short  struggle,  he  cast  away  the  scarlet, 
and  girded  up  his  loins  for  a  "  set  to"  amongst  the 
loaves  and  fishes. 

Frank,  however,  is  now  what  the  world  calls  an  ex- 
emplary family-man.  In  his  domestic  arrangements, 
he  displays  all  the  tact  of  a  disciplinarian.  The  mus- 
ter-roll of  his  servants  is  called  every  morning  in  the 
breakfast  parlour,  where  they  are  summoned  to  prayers. 
It  is  truly  a  goodly  sight,  to  see  them  kneeling  by  the 
chairs  in  military  array  for  the  "  supplication" — then 
standing  to  the  "  creed"  with  blue  noses  and  frost-bitten 
fingers  at  "  attention" — and  frowning  with  "  eyes 
right,"  at  the  belief  "  in  the  holy  and  apostolical 
Catholic  Church."  When  the  morning  repast  is  over, 
Frank  steps  into  his  stable-yard  whisking  his  cane, 
while  the  whisper  runs  through  the  grooms  that  the 
"  drill  sergeant  is  abroad."  Presently  the  doors  of  the 
coach-house  and  stables  are  thrown  open  with  military 
parade,  and  the  review  of  saddles,  bridles,  horsecloths, 
and  fetlocks,  is  commenced  with  recruit-like  severity. 
Even  in  his  equipages  and  carriages,  Frank  is  exclu- 
sive and  original :  they  must  not  be  the  same  as  other 
people's  :  they  must^be  perfection  in  some  way,  although 
the  precise  point  of  distinction  may  not  be  exactly  what 
others  think  important.  Hopkins  of  London,  made  his 
chariot  "  to  order"  some  dozen  years  ago.     Frank  in= 
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spectetl  the  gctting-up  of  it  witli  unwearied  assiduity 
for  three  months ;  it  was  to  be  peculiar  in  particulars  > 
he  had  inventions  of  his  own  which  no  one  else  could 
think  of.  It  is  now  old  fashioned,  somewhat  tall  and 
gawky,  and  altogether  it  has  a  dowager  cut ;  yet  Frank 
will  show  you  with  a  smack  of  triumph  that  "  there  has 
never  been  a  screw  loose  during  twelve  years  of  hard 
driving;  it  shall  last  him  the  rest  of  his  life — he  cannot 
devote  three  months  more  from  the  cares  of  the  poor 
and  his  calling,  to  the  inspection  of  getting  a  new  one 
made  :  and  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  to  think  of 
trusting  himself  or  his  lady  in  one  of  any  other  plan 
than  his  own." 

His  pony-phapton  too,  is  an  original  of  his  own 
formation  ;  it  was  the  labour  of  six  months  hard  study 
and  close  inspection  over  a  country  smith  and  carpenter 
that  had  not  three  ideas  between  them  :  but  7i'imporie, 
a  man  of  genius,  with  two  bright  eyes  and  a  pair  of 
green  goggles  to  boot,  may  safely  ride  a  blind  horse 
that  has  not  a  single  wink  in  his  head.  This  pony- 
phaeton  is  as  complicated  a  piece  of  machinery,  as 
Bolton  and  Watts's  sun  and  planet  steam  engine;  it  is  a 
thing  not  to  be  imitated  by  any  other  person,  unless,  in- 
deed, the  attempt  might  be  made  by  a  member  of  the 
same  family — for  '^  since  God  is  for  the  Maw-Morms^ 
Avho  may  cope  with  them  ?"  As  to  horses — there  is  no 
man  understands  the  manage  better  than  Frank.  He 
has  the  singular  felicity  of  turning  all  his  garrons  inta 
"  cobs  ;"  his  kowliawns  are  all  "  barbs"  and  "  arabs;" 
his  coach-horses  "  prime  fencers."  Ducrow's  feats  of 
horsemanship  compared  with  his,  would  be  but  a  cock- 
fight to  the  battle  of  Aughrim.  His  feats  in  the  field  of 
controversy  are  no  less  striking  :  a  few  years  back  when 
the  second  reformation  boded  so  much  noisf,  he  made 
an  imsuccessful  pluck  at  certain  Reverend  Beards  in 
Carlow  College;  but  after  arguing  one  priest  out  of  his 
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boots  to  the  entire  satisfaction  and  conviction  of  a 
roterie  of  old  maids,  to  wliom  his  tea  and  tracts  are 
bread  and  butter,  dear  to  them  as  their  Bible — and 
after  having,  in  his  own  imagination,  written  a  coad- 
jutor into  a  typhus  fever,  he  contented  himself  with  as- 
suming a  loftier  carriage,  and  gave  his  upper-lip  an  ad- 
ditional curl  of  contempt  when  ever  he  looked  again 
upon  the  incorrigible  and  deluded  multitude.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  made  of  the  new  reformation :  the 
doubtful  success  of  it  might  have  falsified  the  family 
motto :  that  was  too  much  to  risk  even  in  a  holy  cru- 
sade. In  short,  there  never  was  a  mortal,  not  even  ex- 
cepting the  "  admirable  Crichton,"  could  cope  with 
Frank  in  every  thing.  Crichton  never  could  obtain  the 
true  dolorousness  of  tone  which  in  a  divine,  seems  ne- 
cessary to  whine  heaven  into  a  compliance  with  peo- 
ple's petitions ;  neither  could  he  lay  claim  to  the  letters- 
patent  of  a  family  motto  for  keeping  providence  at  his 
elbow  to  arrest  his  trigger  from  committing  murder.  But 
to  be  serious.  It  is  to  such  men  as  Frank — men  puffed 
up  with  all  the  pomp  and  pride  of  aristocratic  preten- 
sion, and  all  the  "  insolence  of  office"  which  naturally 
belongs  to  a  domineering  state  church,  that  the 
PEOPLE  of  Ireland  are,  in  a  great  measure,  indebted  for 
their  present  degradation.  The  insufferable  arrogance 
of  such  men  blinds  them  from  seeing  that  this  green 
*'  garden  of  Eden"  is  a  paradise,  not  made  for  them  ex- 
clusively. The  life  of  a  mere  Irish  kern,  they  hold  not 
at  a  pin's  fee.  The  soul  of  an  immortal  bein<s— sent  to 
its  last  account  with  all  its  sins  thick  upon  its  head — is 
not  as  dear  to  them  as  a  pocketfull  of  apples  !  They 
place  Catholicity  and  Protestantism  in  juxta  position, 
with  all  the  industry  of  restless  mischief;  and  they  pro- 
pagate discord,  in  order  to  perpetuate  the  thraldom  of 
the  human  ra^c. 
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A  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 


"  O  voi !  ch'  avet^  gl'intelletti  sani, 
"  Mirati  la  dottrina,  che  s'asconde 
"  Sotto  il  velamine  degli  vers!  strani." 

Dantb  Inferno,— do,  9. 

Lady  Sneerwell— "  Oh  lud  !  Sir  Peter,  would  you  deprive  us  of  our  privileges  !" 

ScHOOi  FOR  Scandal— il.  2,  Sc,  3. 


THE 
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A  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 


I  ONCE  Stood  in  dream  by  a  gay  river's  side. 
And  was  gazing  methought  on  the  wandering  tide ; 
As  sparkling  it  rushed  thro'  the  fresh  May-flowers — 
The  soft  "  callow  young"  of  the  April  showers. 
That  up  thro'  the  reeds  rear  their  rich  yellow  throats, 
To  drink  of  the  clear  stream,  as  by  them  it  floats  j 
And*  1  felt  that  all  nature  was  bounding  with  pleasure. 
Whilst  I,  too,  partook  of  that  heavenly  treasure, 
A  heart  light  as  air,  which,  elastic  with  joy. 
Knew  nor  canker  of  spirit,  nor  unworthy  alloy  ! 

And  behold !  as  I  smiled  o'er  this  beautiful  scene, 
A  fragment  of  Earth  clad  in  gold  and  in  green ; — 
A  sod  of  rich  verdure — came  sailing  along — 
Borne  off"  from  some  bank,  where  the  current  was 

strong ; 
It  was  deck'd  out  with  daisies  and  hyacinths  blue. 
And  buds  from  its  bosom  drank  up  the  cool  dew. 
And  the  moss  and  the  lichen  and  harebell  were  there. 
Whilst  each  little  blade  wore  its  holiday  gear : 
A  ray  of  soft  light  shone  around,  as  it  swam. 
And  each  seem'd  to  say,  "  Oh  how  happy  I  am  !" 
Yes  !  I  thought  in  my  soul,  if  the  Ants  and  the  Bees 
Of  that  Isle  be  not  grateful,  they're  tardy  to  please. 
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But  lo  !  what  great  monster  appears  on  that  turf? 
He  sits  in  the  centre,  and  scowls  o'er  the  surf. 
'Tis  a  Frog  bloated — swollen  and  hideous  with  bile  ! 
Can  an  Ovkrgrown  Toad,  then,  be  Lord  of  that  Isle? 
Ah  !  'tis  true. — And  a  tenth  both   from  Ants  and  from 

Bees, 
Of  their  their  honey  and  store,  he's  permitted  to  seize  ! 
The  Ants  in  a  passion  wax  fierce,  and  complain ; 
And  the  Bees  are  outrageous  ; — but  all  is  in  vain : 
The  Toad  has  a  charm  that  drugs  their  small  wits. 
And  bows  down  their  minds  to  the  earth  where  he  sits; 
Confused  Avith  this  drug  which  they  don't  understand. 
They  look  on,  -whilst  he  rakes  up  the  tenth  of  their  land. 
And  ransacks  the  best  of  their  stores  and  their  hives. 
Which  "  undntgged"  they'd  defend  at  the  cost  of  their 

lives ! 

But  hold  ! — do  I  see  ? — and  "  down  rebel ! — down  dog  !" 
Do  I  hear  in  hoarse  voice  from  the  Patriarch  Frog  ! 
Ah  !  yes ;  for  his  "  ahfects"  are  up  in  array. 
Whilst  the  overgrown  wretch  turns  pale  with  dismay  : 
He  totters  ; — he  falls ; — his  old  drug  bottle's  broke ; 
And  is  found  to  contain  nought  but  fungus  and  smoke. 
His  carcass,  carbuncled,  and  spotted  and  pied 
With  "impure  increase,"  they  roll  off  to  the  tide. 
And  hurl  the  base  burden,  with  echoes  of  glee. 
To  be  swept  to  the  gulphs  of  some  bottomless  sea  ! 

Then  I  heard  their  loud  shouts,  and  beheld  on  that  Isle 
Once  more  Joy's  light  laugh,  and  Prosperity's  smile ; 
And  I  saw  the  glad  Insects  assemble  to  raise 
Their  voices  in  songs  of  "  thanksgiving  and  praise," 
That  the  "  march  of  the  mind"  had  restored  them  their 

sight. 
And  turn'd  all  their  mystified  darkness  to  light. 
Here  the  joy  of  the  Pigmies  rose  loud  o'er  the  stream. 
So  that  starting  I  woke,  and  "  behold  !  'twas  fio  dream !" 
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Let  Discipline  employ  her  useful  arts; 
Let  Magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts  j 
Not  skulk,  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desperate  task. 

COWPER. 

He  was,  in  sootb,  a  very  portly  Priest, 

And  one  who  loved  to  shine  in  polished  boots ; 

He  handled  law  with  strictest  justice  too. 

And  where  no  justice  did  dictate  the  law — 

As  often  he  did  see  in  Vestry-cess  and  tithes — 

He  reasoned  not  upon  the  case,  but  said, 

"  Such  IS  the  Law  !"  nor  "  note  nor  comment"  strained  ; 

Albeit,  he  did  prize  his  gown,  because 

U  gave,  and  covered,  luxuries  he  loved. 

.  Oi.j>  Irish  Keex. 


[We  return  our  Contributor,  ''  J.  G."  our  best  thanks  for  the 
fresh  Copy  of  his  Sketch  of"  The  Rector  of  Fun's-Town," 
which  he  has  been  so  kind  as  to  furnish  us  withy  and  which 
we  stihjoin.]  Eds. 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH. 


THE  RECTOR  OF  "  FUN'S-TOWN." 

Had  you  entered  the  Court  to-day  during  the  pro- 
ceedings, you  would  have  seen  the  Rev.  Mr.  B in 

the   chair,  Captain  L on   his   left,  Mr.  B and 

Captain  C on  his  right,  and  Mr.  G ,  Chief  of 

Police,  as  usual,  occupying  one  of  the  plebeian  looking 
chairs  at  the  fag  end  of  the  Bench.  Your  first  impres- 
sion of  the  Chairman  would  be  that  which  you  natu- 
rally feel  in  the  presence  of  a  domineering,  dictatorial 
Church-man,  who  enforces  law  and  equity,  as  a  stout 
law-maker,  upon  individuals  and  cases  brought  before 
him,  with  as  much  precision  and  perspicuity  as  any  lay 
brother  of  the  silk  gown  could  possibly  do,  even  with 

the  assistance  of  ex-Sergeant  L 's  long  and  slender 

fore-finger ;  but  such  would  be  a  hasty  and  unfair  con- 
clusion if  applied  to  Mr.  B to  the  full  extent.     He 

is  not  by  any  means  forward  in  assuming  the  dictator- 
ship of  the  Bench.  He  generally  enters  the  Court  un- 
obtrusively, and  takes  his  seat  to  the  right  of  the  Chair 
without  fuss  or  much  pretension.     He  is,  perhaps,  fifty 
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years  of  age  ;  and  his  dress  that  of  a  respectable  Cler- 
gyman of  the  Established  Chnrch  whose  good  sense  has 
compromised  his  Doctor's  coat  and  shovel-hat  into  a'^ 
modest  medium,  not  strikingly  dissimilar  to  the  ordi- 
nary black  costume  of  other  elderly  gentlemen.     When 

Mr.  B takes  his  scat,  he  is  the  picture  of  a  sturdy 

and  satisfied  Church-man.     You  see,  in  spite  of  every 
indication  to  the  contraiy,  that  he  thinks  this  world, 
with  its  good  things,  the  best  possible  sort  of  world. 
So  long  as  religion  has  the  upper  hand  in  it,  and  tho 
Established  Church  the  custody  and  dispensation  of  that 
religion,  he,  evidently,  has  no  fault  to   find  with  the 
Avorld.     If  his  preaching  must  necessarily  be  against  it, 
every  thing  he  does  is  for  it ;  and  he  bestows  upon  it, 
in  compensation  of  his  pulpit  abuse,  no  ordinary  share 
of  his  heartfelt  regards.     He  wishes  to  make  it  a  better 
and  more  comfortable  sort  of  world,  that  it  may  be  fit 
for  a  gentleman  of  robust  health,  with  a  snug  living — a 
blooming  family — trim  livei-y  servants — and  glossy  coach 
horses,  to  reside  in.     Perhaps  the  most  striking  badge 
of  divinity  about  Mr.  B when  he  sits  in  Court  un- 
covered, is  the  close  narrow  neck-band  without  any  vi- 
sible tie,  gathered  so  neatly  in  all  its  starchy  folds  under 
a  well-shaved  chin.     Although  the  whole  cast  of  his 
countenance  is  rectangular,  there  is  a  sufficient  degree 
of  fleshiness  seamed  with  the  lines  of  intelligence,  to 
constitute  features,  by  no  means  disagreeable,  though 
somewhat  hard.     The  developement  of  his  phrenologi- 
cal organs  is  highly  favourable.     Unobtrusive  and  qui- 
escent as  he  at  first  sits,  in  very  few  moments  he  gene- 
rally rises,  as  if  by  necessity,  to  help  some  brother  Ma- 
gistrate, whose  frouzy  intellects  and  bewildering  inter- 
rogatories, only  involve  a  case   deeper  and  deeper  in 
perplexing  entanglements.     'Tis    not  till  one   of  those 
dozy-brained  brothers  sit  down  in  despair  of  making  any 
thing  of  the  matter,  and   cast  an  entreating  glance  at 
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Mr.  B ,  tlmt  he  rises,  and,  insteiul  of  liearing  three 

or  four  witnesses  together,  takes  them  seriatim,  select- 
ing' one  of  common  sense  from  amongst  them  for  pre- 
cision in  answering,  and  fastens  all,  as  he  progresses 
step  by  step,  to  admissions  that  lay  open  the  truth  in  a 
manner  so  clear  and  i)erspicuous,  that  you  are  lost  in 
admiration  of  the  extent,  acumen,  and  order  of  that 
intellect,  which  can  make  every  thing  it  is  directed  to, 
so  plain  and  intelligible.  Every  one  subscribes  to  the 
golden  opinions,  Avhich  his  impartiality  and  fair  admi- 
nistration of  justice  have  won  for  him.  The  veneration 
and  respect  entertained  towards  him  by  the  lower  order, 
show,  too,  hoAv  much  they  have  been  belied,  when  it 
has  been  asserted  of  them,  that  they  never  place  trust  in 
any  persuasion  but  their  own.     From  the  moment  Mr. 

B interests  himself  in  the  business  of  the  Court,  all 

tlie  other  Magistrates  become  complete  sinecurists. 
Such  is  the  ascendancy  of  a  powerful  mind  over  ordi- 
nary capacities.  All  yield  to  him  with  perfect  good  hu- 
mour. But,  I  am  wrong — I  had  forgotten  Captain  L — . 
I  cannot  say  all ;  for  when  present,  he  alone,  of  all  the 
Court,  seems  quite  unconscious  of  Mr.  B 's  superi- 
ority. Indeed,  the  Captain  must  be  allowed  to  tire 
himself  out  fumbling  a  parcel  of  unimportant  interro- 
gatories about  an  entangled  witness's  ears,  before  he 

will  surrender  him  into  Mr.  B 's  hands ;  and  when, 

of  necessity,  he  does  yield  a  witness  to  the  ordeal  of  that 
mental  alembic  from  which  truth  runs  out  clearly  se- 
parated from  the  dross  of  error,  should  one  Avord  escape 
trenching  on  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Court  or  its  pre- 
rogatives, the  ascendancy  of  the  Church  by  law  esta- 
blishqd  or  its  dignity,  he  starts  up  again,  and  astounds 
the  Court  with  such  bursts  of  intemperance,  that  Mr. 

B sits  down  in  despair — draws  on  his  black  gloves 

as  composedly  as  he  can,  and  throwing  himself  back  in 
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his  chair  with  a  long  drawn   inspiration,  commences^ 
whistling  lillibulero  ad  libitum  till  the  storm  subside. 

Such  is  Mr.  B in  the  public  Court.     In  private 

life  the  same  order  and  arrangement  pervade  his  do- 
mestic concerns.  Every  thing  looks  sunny  and  bright, 
about  his  habitation.  The  moment  you  come  within 
view  of  his  glebe,  the  words,  "  thriving  plantations/' 
"  great  improvements,"  "  nice  roads,"  "  what  regula- 
rity !"  seem  ready  to  start  to  your  lips  for  utterance 
every  moment.  His  very  trees  and  shrubs  are  made  to. 
grow  methodically.  The  young  clumps,  with  their 
green  bibs  and  combed  heads,  are  trained  to  stand  in 
order;  and  the  flower-knots  about  the  house,  with  their 
narrow  grass  edgings  so  closely  shaven,  are  as  prim 
and  as  guiltless  of  obtruding  a  single  nod  even  towards 
the  gravel  walks,  as  if  nature  had,  in  a  frolic,  surren- 
dered her  toilet  into  his  keeping,  and  submitted  to  be 
starched  up  and  made  to  look  erect,  demure,  and  qua* 
kerly,  for  a  season.  But  you  should  see  those  things  to 
estimate  what  I  so  faintly  delineate.  I  will,  however, 
assume  for  a  moment,  that  you  are  a  citizen  of  that 
"  beautiful  city  called  Cork,"  on  your  way,  by  the  mid- 
day mail,  to  the  metropolis.     After  you  have  laid  in  a 

comfortable  breakfast  at  Tom  S 's  in  A ,  and 

received  the  last  courtesy  from  his  neat  and  cozy-look- 
ing daughter  on  the  lobby,  you  may  smack  your  lips, 
but  be  suit  to  run  briskly,  and  throw  your  cloak  up  on 
the  top  of  the  coach,  to  secure  your  seat  facing  the 
guard.  If  this  same  guard  be  a  tall  upright-looking 
person,  whose  every  movement  shows  corresponding 
precision  with  the  hands  of  his  time-piece,  you  may 
conclude  it  is  the  methodical  and  machine-like  veteran, 

S 1.     You  will  almost  feel  persuaded  that  you  have 

nothing  to  do  but  take  the  key  of  your  clock  from  your 
hreeches  pocket — put  it  into  a  hole  between  his  shoul- 
ders— and,  wind  him  up  as  you  would  your  best  eight- 
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day  clock  at  home  behind  your  hall  door  in  Patrick- 
street.  The  very  j)alates  of  his  mouth  are  so  nicely 
adjusted  and  tuned  to  "  time,  time,  Davy  !  all's  right  !'* 
that  when,  as  you  could  almost  fancy,  you  had  with- 
drawn your  key,  they  should  be  the  first  and  most  na- 
tural Avords  he  should  utter.  In  other  respects  you 
would  find  him  an  incorrigible  and  impenetrable  piece 
of  machinery.     *Tis  better  for  you  wait  for  the  next 

coach,  on  which   you  will  have  Ned  B as   guard  ; 

he  is  a  true  himpist  Milesian,  of  infinite  coarse  humour. 
You  must  let  Ned  take  a  doze  for  a  few  miles  after  his 
breakfast ;  but  you  Avill  have  lime,  in  doing  so,  to  re- 
mark, as  you  are  whirled  along  the  Moate  road,  the  odd 
notions  of  stage-driving  our  ancestors  had  in  shooting 
this  road  over  every  hillock  in  the  neighbourhood,  that 
they  could  select,  or  by  any  possibility  coax  into  the 
bird's- flight  course  they  intended  to  take.  You  will  ob- 
serve the  road  newly  cut  through  several  hills  ten  or 
fifteen  feet  deep  in  many  places.  When  you  have  gone 
four  or  five  miles,  pluck  the  drowsy  guard  by  the  cape, 
and  ask  him  what  nice  Church  is  that  you  are  passing 
on  the  leading  side  ?  After  Ned  has  given  a  hog's  grunt 
or  two,  and  shaken  himself  into  recollection,  he  will 
mutter,  "  It  is  "  Fun's-Town  ;"  and  you  will  presently 
learn  the  occasion  of  this  attempt  at  pun-y  wit,  the  real 

name  being ,  though  pronounced  after  Ned's 

own  fashion.     You   must  keep  B awake  by  a  few 

exclamations  now  and  then,  and  some  matter-of-course 
interrogatories  :  such  for  instance — if  you  be  a  Cork 
cockney — ^as  "  Sthrike  me  illigint !  bud  ids  a  mighty 
nate  Church  phwhy  !  an  a  bewety-ful  steeple — isn't  id 
ph  why  then?"  Ned:  "  Ogh,  bud  ids  itself  that  is,  an 
why  ■wouldn't  id — ay,  the  steeple's  well  enough — ids 
nate  not  gawdy,  as  the  devil  said  to  his  tail  when  he 
painted  id  pay-green.  Och,  my  dear ;  why  Avouldn't  id 
be  a  fine  Church  afther  costin  twelve  hundred  pound. 
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an  brukiii  the  heart  ov  the  arkytict,  poor  Misther  11 , 

that  was  the  first  to  hansel  the  grave-yard  himsel.  He's 
buried  at  the  end  iv  the  Church  there,  an  a  nater  or 
tastyer  ghitlenian  won't  inhabit  that  same  Church-yard 
this  many  a  day.  Id  was  near  brakin  the  heart  iv  the 
parish  too,  for  niver  a  bit  iv  id  they  wanted  at  all  at  all. 
A  wheel-barrow  id  carry  the  whole  congregation  to 
Church  iv  a  Christmas-day.  Faiks  we  tossed  every 
mother's  soul  iv  them  into  the  ditch  one  Sunday.  As 
the  cotch  was  passin,  the  congregation  was  in  an  ould 
inside  jaunting-car  oil  their  way  to  Church,  when  we 
dhrove  them  too  near  the  ditch,  an  they  were  all  tossed, 
heads  an  tails,  hickledy  pickledy,  into  the  mud,  an  niver 
a  sowl  the  Parson  had  to  save  that  day  bud  his  own  an 
the  clerk's ;  we  had  such  laughin  at  tliim,  that  we  call 
it  "  Fun's-Towii"  Church  ever  since  !"  "  Ha,  ha,  ha," 
you  must  say,  to  be  sure,  and  then  put  another  query ; 
as,  "  This  is  a  mighty  plaisin  residence  har  by  the 
Church,  an  very  thrivin  skrubberies,  an  a  purty  lawn — 
who  owns  it  intirely  ?"  Ned  :  "The  Parson,  to  be  sure; 

the  Rev.  Mr.  B ,  the  most  ungratefullest  man  upon 

airth.  Day  an  night  he's  abusin  the  only  person  in  the 
world  he's  earnin  his  bread  by ;  an  iv  a  Sunday  he  takes 
two  hours  out  iv  a  face  callin  him  names  an  abusin  him 
till  he's  not  M'orth  the  ground  he  stans  on,  an  that's  the 
bottom  of  hell,  for  ids  the  devil  he  does  be  scowlding  all 
the  time ;  an  sure  if  he  goes  on  this  way  till  he  scowlds 
him  to  death,  his  own  thrade  ill  be  spilte,  an  all  the 
other  ministhers  an  bishops  may  go  beg  wid  the  bag  on 
their  backs  :  by  jaminee,  bud  he's  a  good  devil  to 
them  !"  "  Ha,  ha,  ha  !"  you  must  say  again,  and  add, 
"  Good,  good !  Strike  me  noseless !  bud  that  id  be 
cutting  off  his  nose  to  vex  his  face  in  airnist — would'nt 

id,  phwhy  thin?"     Ned:  "  Och  bud  ids  Mr.  B is 

the  stirin  man ;  there  is  not  a  road  ithin  five  miles  iv 
his  house  bud  he  has  as  smooth  as  a  griddle ;  only  for 
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him  we'd  never  have  this  hill  road  cut  down.  Id  wid 
do  your  heart  good  to  see  how  his  phaeton  spins  along 
the  roads  wid  himself  an  the  misthress,  an  as  good  as  a 
dozen  childhcr  in  id — he's  makin  a  congregation  for 
himself  hard  an  fast.  Bad  sowkins  to  me  hud  the  Apos- 
tles war  bud  spoonys,  to  be  dragin  the  life  out  iv  them- 
selves and  their  fishes,  wid  their  tattered  owld  duds  an 
fishin  nets,  in  place  of  livin  like  gintlemen  this  away, 
an  turnin  every  thin  in  heaven  an  on  earth  to  their  own 
use  an  good  iv  themselves  an  families.  Shure  they 
Avarnt  fit  to  howld  a  candle  to  the  bishops  an  minis- 
thers  that's  alive  now.  Here's  a  little  pon  at  the  gate, 
an  a  little  wather  cut  runnin  across  the  lawn  from  id  to 
the  kitchen  iv  the  house,  where  it  turns  a  dawny  wa- 
ther wheel  that  dhrives  the  spit,  an  roasts  the  mate,  an 
clains  the  knives,  an  darns  the  stocking,  while  the  fa- 
mily is  jauntin,  or  prayin,  or  gatherin  the  tithe.  Sor- 
row hapirth  bud  they  can  turn  to  their  own  use,  an 
that's  the  short  an  the  long  iv  id."  Here  Ned  usually 
puts  his  hands  into  his  cuffs,  falls  back  in  a  doze,  and 
your  further  interrogatories  will  not  avail  till  you 
change  the  subject.     You  will,  however,  feel  impressed 

with  the  conviction,  that  Ned  B is  as  shrewd  as  his 

countrymen  generally  are,  in  discriminating  between 
the  shadow  and  the  reality — the  sermon  and  the  sub- 
stance ;  and  I  can  assure  you,  that  you  may  glean  from 
his  coarse  humour,  a  more  correct  estimate  of  the  ad- 
vantages of  being  a  Churchman,  than  you  could  from 
the  most  polished  and  laboured  discourse  their  Reve- 
rences could  offer  you  in  the  pulpit,  supposing  always 
that  they  would  follow  the  beaten  track  of  decrying  the 
world  and  its  wealth  there,  that  they  might  have  the 
more  left  to  themselves,  whereAvith  to  prove  their  love 
for  both  elscAvhere. 
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Look  in  this  glass,  my  Lord ;  nay,  wince  not  so — 
Beshrew  me  !  but  it  is  a  mirror  true 
As  ever  gave  reality  its  image — 
For  I  do  see  your  Grace's  conscience. 
In  your  countenance  betrayed,  depicting 
Black  despair  !  Go,  Sir,  disgorge  your  wealth — 
Raise  up  your  clenched  hands,  smd  bootless,  knoek — 
Wring  them,  and  whilst  your  fat  knees,  tottering 
Beneath  their  loathsome  burden,  fail  you  when 
You  need  support/_the  gates  are  shut,  my  Lord ! 
You  tumble ;  and  he  you  served,  receives  you ! 

TrAOEDT  or  ASCKNOSNCT. 
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1,2,3,  The  smallest  fiock  in  the  land  hath  the  richest  Shep- 
herd, 4,  Satan  falleth  in  love  :  5,  committeth  abduction. 
6,  7,  The  beauties  of  the  land.  8,  9,  10,  11,  12,  Tempteth 
his  Sweetheart.  13,  14,  15,  16,  17,  18,  19,  20,  21,22,  The 
Shepherd  casteth  about  a  lecherous  eye,  and  showeth  a 
lickerish  tooth.  23,  24,  25,  26,  27,  28,  29,  30,  31,  32,  33, 
Satan  yieldeth  to  the  conditions,  and  manifesteth  great  joy. 
34,  35,  They  become  a  loving  couple.  36,  37,  38,  The  Shep- 
herd dieth,  and  is  in  a  quandary.  39,  40,  Satan  moved  to 
compassion,  providethfor  his  future  state, 

1.  Now  it  came  to  pass  in  these  days,  that  there  was 
a  certain  Shepherd,  who  had  a  small  flock  in  a  fertile 
land ; 

2.  And  in  the  same  land  were  many  flocks  and  many 
Shepherds,  but  no  flock  so  small  as  his,  and  all  the 
Shepherds  together  were  not  as  rich  as  he  was ; 

3.  And,  behold!  this  certain  Shepherd  was  a  vain 
man,  who  had  protested  that  he  alone  was  jt??<re,  and  that 
HE  was  the  only  faithful  Shepherd  in  that  land  : 

4.  But  Satan  marvelled  at  his  pride  and  arrogance ; 
and  lo  !  he  took  a  great  liking  unto  the  man  : 

5.  And  when  he  had  cast  his  affections  upon  this  cer- 
tain Shepherd,  he  ran  away  with  him  up  into  an  ex- 
ceeding high  mountain  called  the  Three-rock  Moun- 
tain, and  he  placed  him  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  middle 
rock,  and  he  show-cd  him  all  the  plains  and  valleys,  the 
rich  corn-fields  and  meadows  of  that  land ; 
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6.  The  floclcs  cloth-ed  in  their  richest  fleeces,  the 
golden  harvest  nodding  in  its  weighty  ripeness,  and  the 
shady  pastures  teeming  with  luxuriance  j 

7.  And  they  were  tempting,  and  beautiful  to  look 
upon,  surpassing  the  sights  of  all  the  gardens  of  the 
earth. 

8.  And  Satan  said  unto  him,  "  If  thou  wilt  fall  down 
and  worship  me,  I  will  give  unto  thee  the  tenth  of  all 
that  thou  see'st ;  I  will  let  thee  Jleece  the  flocks  of  all 
other  Shepherds  of  their  w^ool,  and  thou  shalt  be  part- 
ner in  a  Royal  Crown." 

9.  "Thou  shalt  have  power  over  all  by  reason  of 
these  TITLE  DEEDS  which  I  now  place  in  thy  hands,  and 
the  laws  op  the  land  shall  uphold  thee  iti  thy  plunder 
of  the  tenths  of  every  one's  industry  !" 

10.  And  when  Satan  had  finished  these  sayings,  be- 
hold !  the  certain  Shepherd  ponder-ed,  and  smiled, 
and  look-ed  puzzled ;  but,  again  he  cast  his  eyes  upon 
that  beauteous  land,  and  reckon-ed  all  the  fleeces ; 

11.  And  he  blush-ed  as  red  as  scarlet,  for  his  heart 
did  palpitate,  and  his  blood  mantled  through  his  veins, 
and  he  answer-ed  in  a  soft  voice  : — 

12.  "  Get  thee  a  one  side,  Satan,  till  I  consider  of  thy 
proposal !" 

13.  Then  Satan  bowed  his  head  and  retired,  and  he 
hid  himself  behind  the  second  rock. 

14.  Now  this  certain  Shepherd,  being  alone,  com- 
mun-ed  with  himself,  gloating  upon  the  title  deeds 
which  Satan  had  committed  into  his  hands,  and 
said  : — 

15.  "  How  beautiful  are  the  fleeces  of  those  flocks, 
and  how  fragrant  is  the  herbage  of  their  pastures  !" 

16.  "  Were  they  mine,  /  should  be  the  master — not 
the  Shepherd ;  I  should  stand  erect  amongst  the  ex- 
alted OF  THE  earth  : 
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17.  "  I  should  be  first  partner  in  a  roya/ diadem,  and 
1  should  have  a  paradise  of  mine  own. 

18.  "  I  should  have  rich  coaches  for  mine  ease,  and 
sumptuous  viands  on  my  board : 

19.  "  My  silken  couches  should  be  tended  by  the 
fawn-eyed  Houri,  and  I  should  repose  in  the  arms  of 
voluptuousness : 

20.  "  My  strength  should  be  renovated  at  noon  by  the 
sports  of  the  field,  that  1  might  spend  my  nights  in  the 
dalliance  of  love,  to  the  melting  of  delicious  music  ! 

21.  "  O  !  how  gladly  would  I  accept  these  gifts,  but, 
for  the  penalty  of  the  transgression  ! 

22.  "  Peradventure,  I  might  take  them  at  his  hands  if 
freely  bestowed ;  but  to  worship  the  giver,  might  doom 
me  to  eternal  damnation  !" 

23.  Now  it  came  to  pass  when  the  certain  Shepherd 
had  finished  these  ponderings,  that  Satan,  who  peeped 
from  behind  the  second  rock  flourishing  his  prongs  in 
triumph,  mus-ed  within  himself,  and  said  : — 

24.  "  Verily,  I  need  not  put  the  stumbling  block  of 
worship  in  his  path — for,  he  shall  te  mine  to  all  eter- 
nity, if  he  but  accept  my  gifts  ', 

25.  "  Is  it  not  written  by  him  who  is  the  fountain  of 
truth  and  whom  1  dare  not  name,  that,  *  it  is  easier  for 
a  camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a 
rich  man  to  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ?' 

26.  "  And  shall  I  not  in  giving  him  these  gifts  make 
him  the  oiv  er  of  exceeding  great  riches^  and  hated  of  the 
POOR  whose  kingdom  is  in  Heaven,  where  their  petitions 
will  be  registeted  against  him  ? 

27.  "  Moreover,  as  he  will  not  be  permitted  to  enter 
the  kingdom  of  Heaven  by  reason  of  his  bad  stewardship 
and  exceeding  great  riches — where  else  can  he  go  ? 

28.  "  Verily,  verily,  to  none  other  place  than  to  the 
abode  I  shall  prepare  for  him,  and  he  shall  be  mine  unto 
the  end  of  time  !" 
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29.  Now  behold  !  when  Satan  had  -inade  aii  end  of 
these  musings  he  was  elated  in  spirit,  and  his  heart 
leap-ed  within  him  with  an  exceeding  great  joy; 

30.  And  he  stepped  forward  with  a  lively  air,  to- 
wards that  certain  Shepherd,  saying  unto  him  : — 

31.  "  Hast  thou  thought  of  the  things  which  I  did 
say  unto  thee  ?" 

32.  And  he,  answering,  said  : — "  I  have :  but,  Satan, 
I  can  not  fall  down  and  worship  thee — nevertheless^  if 
thou  wilt  give  me  these  gifts  which  thou  hast  offered,  I 
will  intercede  with  mp  Master  for  thy  pardon." 

33.  Satan,  at  these  words,  lick-ed  liis  lips,  and  looked 
upon  him  with  a  greedy  look,  and  said : — 

34.  "  I  will :  Upon  thee  I  bestow  all  those  things 
which  I  did  offer :  thou  shalt,  henceforth,  be  the  first 
amongst  the  exalted  of  the  earth — thou  shalt  be  the 
richest  amongst  the  money  changers — and  thou  shalt 
have  the  flocks  of  all  other  Shepherds  tributaiy  unto 
thee,  notwithsia7iding  their  cries  and  supplications 
for  justice  !" 

35.  Now,  when  Satan  had  finished  these  sayings,  and 
had  put  the  certain  Shepherd  into  possession  of  the 
gifts  which  he  had  promised,  behold !  it  came  to  pass 
that  they  both  walked  down  the  hill  together,  arm- 
in-arm  ! 

36.  But  at  the  foot  thereof,  they  shook  hands  most 
tenderly,  and  each  departed  towards  his  home,  rejoicing 
on  his  road. 

37.  And  it  came  to  pass,  when  the  days  of  the  certain 
Shepherd  were  numbered,  and  he  waxed  plethoric  and 
old,  that  he  died,  and  was  gathered  unto  his  fathers ; 

38.  And,  verily,  after  he  had  passed  the  judgment 
seat,  it  turned  out  as  Satan  had  predicted ;  and  the 
Gates  of  Heaven  were  so  fast  against  him,  that  he  could 
not  enter ;  and  he  was  in  a  sore  quandary : 
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39.  But  Satan,  when  he  beheld  him  an  outcast  and  a 
wanderer — shivering  with  cold  and  hunger — was  moved 
to  compassion,  and  took  pity  on  him : 

40.  And  he  opened  his  doors  and  invited  him  in  as  a 
brother ;  and  put  down  a  roaring  fire  with  vl  gridiron 
thereon;  and  forthwith,  he  bestirred  himself  about  his 
kitchen,  making  preparations  to  give  him  an  exceedingly 
WARM  reception .' 

41.  Here  endeth  the  parable  of  the  ric/i  Shepherd. 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH. 


THE  RUSTIC'S  KICK  AT  THE  EXCLUSIVES. 


Ho !  Crier,  bring  me  up  an  Irish  Serf, 
That  I  may  show  the  hind  my  dignity. 
Why,  men  do  look  upon  me,  as  it  were. 
Though  I  had  not  been  bom  to  rule  the  roast ; 
Is  there  not  in  my  physiognomy 
An  indication  of  the  lamp  of  Grace, 
That  bums  within  my  bosom's  sanctuary  ? 
Yet  they  heed  it  not ;  but  I  will  make  a  stir 
^aU  show  the  Keras  my  power  and  office. 

TbAGEDT  or  ASCENDBNCT. 
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fAffain  we  have  to  thank  our  Contributor,  "  J.  G."  for  this 
revised  Copy  of  his  Petty-SesstO'ii  Sketch.']  Eds. 


PETTY-SESSION  SKETCH. 


THE  RUSTIC'S  KICK  AT  THE  EXCLUSIVES. 

The  Court  was  occupied  this  day  chiefly  with  cases 
arising  out  of  disputed  claims  for  Church-tax.  The 
Magistrates  presiding  were  Captain  Sans-joy,  Captain 
C ,  and  Mr.  B .  The  Collector  of  the  Church- 
rates  required  decrees  against  several  holders  of  small 
tenements  in  the  Union.  Most  of  them  resisted  pay- 
ment on  the  grounds  of  untrue  and  unfair  applotment, 
irregularity  in  the  proceedings  of  the  applotters,  and 
want  of  due  notice,  &c.  The  following  scene  may  be 
taken  as  a  fair  specimen  of  the  cases  heard  : — 

Clerk — Call  up  Teague  Gafney. 

Crier — Teague  Gafney,  wipe  your  brogues  in  the 
skib  of  a  mat  there,  and  get  up  on  the  green  cloth. 

Teague,  after  tearing  the  mat  with  his  brogue  nails, 
like  a  dog  in  a  mock  canter,  made  his  way  up  on  the 
green  cloth  with  the  polite  assistance  of  a  couple  of 
policemen,  who  helped  him  up  by  either  arm,  and 
having  faced  the  worthy  Magistrates,  he  occupied  the 
brief  suspense  allowed  him  by  the  gathering  eloquence 
of  the  Bench,  in  sundry  hems  !  buttoning  of  his  trusty, 
and  squeezing  his  caubeoi  into  as  many  shapes  as  the 
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opera-hat  of  a  jealous  beau  j  when  his  worship,  Cap- 
tain C ,  addressed  him  as  follows : — 

Magistrate — Well,  Gafney,  what  reason  have  you 
for  not  paying  one  shilling  and  a  halfpenny  for  Church- 
rates,  as  demanded  of  you  by  Mr.  C ?  i^m 

Teague — Bekays,  plaise  your  honor,  I  proffered  him 
fourpence,  and  that  was  half-a-fardin  more  nor  his 
right,  bud  he  wudent  take  id,  bad  cess  to  him  ! 

Magistrate — In  the  applotter's  book  you  are  set  down 
for  one  shilling  and  a  halfpenny,  and,  of  course,  you 
must  pay  it. 

Teague — What  for  should  I  pay  it,  plaise  your  wor- 
ship ?  Sure  all  the  world  knows  I  howld  only  an  acre 
and  a  half  ov  ground,  and  that  only  comes  to  thrip- 
pencc-three-fardins  half-fardin,  and  he  wants  to  cum 
over  me  wid  his  pillaver  for  more  nor  the  tax  ov  five 
acres  !  By  the  powthers  of  delf,  your  honor,  ids  a' 
burnin  shame  for  him,  so  it  is  !  an  I'll  never  pay  id — 
why  did'n't  he  take  the  fourpence  whin  I  proffered  id 
to  him,  an  he  might  have  had  change  out  iv  id. 

Magistrate — How  is  this,  C ? 

C. — I  believe  the  man  has  but  an  acre  and  a  half 
of  ground ;  but  /  must  go  by  the  book,  and  get  the 
sum.  set  down  against  him — he  should  have  objected 
to  the  applotment  in  time.  Probably  another  part  of 
tlie  tenement  is  included  under  his  name. 

Teague — Aye  is  id — Giles  Cafrey's  craft.  Why,  thin, 
plaise  your  Reverences,  iv  I  had  bud  a  lame  goose  tha«, 
step'd  over  into  that  same  craft  jist  to  gabble  a  bit  wid 
Giles's  gander — may  be  ids  what  she'd  run  away  out 
ov  id  in  a  mortlial  great  hurry  wid  another  broken 
leg — an  why  shud  I  be  made  to  pay  Giles's  tax,  whin 
neither  chick  nor  child  iv  mine,  id  be  welcome  to 
darken  her  thrashild  ? 

Magistrate — I'm  sure  its  a  hard  case  on  you,  Gafney^ ' 
but  there  is  now  no  remedy  :  you  i\'ill  bave  to  pay  thfe 
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ilcmand  with  costs.  You  must  take  care  to  see  the 
next  applotment  corrected. 

Teague — Athin,  plaise  your  worship,  wid  your  ho- 
nor, take  that  same  sayin  yourself  from   another  ?     Iv 

Mr.  C calt  to  ye,  and  towld  ye  you  shud  pay  him 

the  tax  of  Gylespidthogue,  that  dosn't  belong  to  ye  at 
all  at  all,  besides  your  own  tax  for  Castlemitchel,  what 
wid  you  say  to  him  ? 

Magistrate — I  would  surely  think  it  very  hard — I 
have  myself  been  charged  for  forty  acres  more  than  I 
hold,  and  I  paid  it  without  a  murmur. 

Teague — [In  a  conversational  under-tone,  dropping 
his  caubeen  and  laying  his  hands  on  his  knees,  at  the 
same  time  stooping  forward  towards  the  worthy  Ma- 
gistrate, and  whispering  quite  audibly] — An  did  your 
honor  say  notin  at  all  at  all  to  the  leather-headed  son 
of  a  bitch,  when  he  axed  you  to  pay  him  for  forty  acres 
more  than  you  had  ? 

Magistrate — Not  a  word !  indeed  I  did  not  discover 
it  'till  next  day — the  money  was  paid,  and  it  was  too 
late  to  look  after  it  then. 

Teague — Oh  !  the  villain  of  the  world !  To  take 
your  honor  by  the  back  doors  that  way  !  bad  cess  to 
him  sleepin  and  wakin  !  an  true  enough  is  that  same 
word  iv  your  honor's,  it  wan  too  late,  I'll  be  bound, 
to  look  after  id  then,  for  bad  luck  to  the  tenpenny  iver 
got  into  that  same  Church  could  be  got  out  ov  id 
agin — an  shure  the  likes  ov  hus  dus'nt  know  what 
becomes  ov  the  money  at  all  at  all,  only  that  we  never 
get  a  fardin's  worth  ov  value  for  it — bud  your  Reve- 
rences there  [pointing  to  the  Bench]  havn't  so  much 
right  to  complain,  bekays,  d'ye  see,  your  honor  an  the 
misthress  and  the  chilther  (heaven  bless  their  pretty 
faces)  go  in  there  ov  a  Sunday  (the  bravest  couple  an 
finest  flock  iv  thim  all)  and  get  your  pennirth  ov  what- 
evir's  goin,  bud  we  -* 
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Captain  Sans-jop — HoM,  sirali  t  ycwiv  impious  and  sa- 
crilegious tongue.  What !  dare  to  speak  so  irreverently 
in  the  presence  of  the  Bencb,  of  that  pure  temple  of 
the  undefiled  word  of  your  meek  and  blessed  Redeeauer  ! 
Let  the  case  be  instantly  decided  against  him  !  Why  is 
the  time  of  the  Court  flittered  away  listening  to  this 
prater  ? 

Captain  C :  My  dear  Sans-joy,  I  tliink  it  a  hard 

measure  to  decide  abniptly,  and  in  an  arbitrary  man- 
ner, upon  cases  that  have  circumstances  of  great  hard- 
ship involved  in  them;  I  would  fain  devote  a  little 
time  and  patience  to  convince  these  poor  people,  that, 
if  in  our  power,  we  would  willingly  relieve  them  from 
the  grievances  they  complain  of.  I  am  well  aware, 
that  after  all  we  could  hear  on  the  subject,  even  till 
night,  we  should  in  the  end  be  obliged  to  decree  the 
man  j  but  the  time  devoted  to  this  case  will  serve  to 
show  to  others,  brought  into  Court  on  similar  com- 
plaints, that  there  is  no  remedy  but  to  submit  to  the 
present  applotment,  and  to  take  care  to  have  tlie  new 
applotment  corrected. 

Captain  Sans-joy — D'ye  hear,  you  sir,  (to  Gafney,) 
you  must  pay  the  applotment  and  costs. 

Teagiie — Now,  plaise  your  Reverence,  can't  you  be 
aisy,  and  let  Masther  Robert  and  myself  argee  cases. 
Shure  isn't  himself  and  his  father,  rest  his  sowl  in 
glory,  amongst  us  these  hundred  years,  and  your  Re- 
verence is  only  a  new  beginner  entirely — an  what  right 
have  we  to  expect  as  much  justice  from  yoit  as  from 
him  ? 

Captain  Sans-joy — [With  indignation]  What,  you 
scoundrel !  Dare  to  impugn  the  majesty  of  the  Bench  ! 
Accuse  me  of  perjury  !  Did  I  not  take  my  oath  to  ad- 
minister justice  impartially  ?  Sir,  if  I  hear  another 
word  out  of  your  head,  I'll  commit  you  to  a  place  will 
bring  you  to  your  reason.     Begone,-  you  rascal ! 
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Captain  C :  Gafney,  I  advise  you,  as  a  friend  and 

neighbour,   to  pay  the  tax;    you   must  also   pay  one 
Eihilling  costs. 

Teague — Whithin,  I'll  do  it  for  that  same  grah  word 
iv  your  honor's — an  here  it  is  [pulling  out  an  old 
handkerchief,  from  which,  after  unfolding  many  invo- 
lutions, he  displayed  a  motley  assemblage  of  brass  but- 
tons, bits  of  tobacco,  a  couple  of  shillings,  a  bronze- 
coloured  six-pence,  a  few  halfpence,  and  the  key  of  the 
box] — "Here id  is,  to  the  hap'ny,"  [laying  down  25.  Old. 
and,  with  an  arch  smile,  adding]  shure,  I  must  only  tell 
Judy,  whin  I  go  home,  an  she  axes  me  for  the  big  loaf 
an  grain  iv  tea  she  bid  me  bring  home  wid  id,  that  she 
must  keep  her  toe  in  her  pump :  to  be  shure  she  may 
keep  her  nose  warm  too,  wid  the  notion  of  havin  paid 
tax  on  eleven  acres,  and  she  may  starch  her  cap  as 
high  as  Peg  Walsh's  that  has  but  ten  acres. — [So  saying 
Teague  took  up  the  caubeen^  descended  from  the  table, 
and  wiping  his  brow  with  the  cuff  of  his  big  coat,  sat 
down  among  the  other  disputants.] 


CHAPTER  ON  THE  CHURCH. 


What  Churches  have  such  able  pastors. 
And  precious,  powerful,  preaching  masters  i 
Possessed  with  absolute  dominions 
O'er  brethrerCs purses  and  opinions' 
And  trusted  with  the  double  keys 
Of  heaven  and  their  warehouses ! 

HtrDiBBAS,  P.  III.  C,  II.  p.  288, 1.  853. 
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When  Rogue's  fall  out,  and  Doctors  disagree — 
I  mean  mere  Doctors  of  Divinity — 
The  truth  comes  out,  plain  meum  tuum  's  known, 
And  honest  folk  perchance  may  get  their  own. 
Had  not  Mountcashel,  full  of  zeal,  displayed 
A  teazing  spirit.  Ferns  had  never  brayed. 
Nor  with  affrighted  roarings  waked  replies. 
That,  like  deep  coal-vault  echoes,  mocked  his  sighs. 
As  when  Mount  Etna,  burning  in  her  heart, 
.  Growls,  as  the  rumblings  thunder  through  each  part. 
Then  vomits  up  her  flame  and  lava  tide. 
Scorching  pure  nature's  face,  where  e'er  it  glide  ; 
So  proselyting  zeal  with  spleen  and  spite 
Would  smoulder  us  in  ashes  and  in  night, 
And  casting  forth  her  red-sparks  o'er  the  nation 
Fain  would  disgorge  a  "  Second  Reformation," 
That,  like  the  lava,  it  might  scorch,  and  run 
Withering  the  hopes  of  Ireland's  rising  sun  ; 
But  MIND,  too  buoyant  for  the  blubbering  flood, 
Hovers  to  snatch  from  its  fell  swoop,  soml'good. 

NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

*  "  As  when  Mount,''  ^c.  Comparing  this  sublime  specimen  of 
bathos  with  the  "  strong- boneian"  oratory  in  note,  page  7,.  we  would  be 
inclined  to  think  our  Contributor,  "  M.  O.T.,"  had  heard  the  "  Knight- 
errant  of  Grace"  in  his  ravings. 

" ,  some  good.''     It  is  useful,  certainly,  to  extract 

some  good  from  dross,  (like  drops  of  gold  picked  out  of  the  cinders  of 
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Of  these,  and  more  than  these,  I  mean  to  sing. 

And  waken  themes  that  suit  the  clearest  string ; 

So  Goddess  ! — thou  of  common  sense  I  mean, 

Whom  "  MONEY  changers"  cheated  of  thy  reign — 

Come  to  my  aid  !  make  fellowship  with  those 

Who  feel  the  yoke  too  grievous  of  thy  foes. 

Ah,  Goddess  dear  !  does  it  ne'er  set  thee  mad 

To  see  some  Bishop  in  his  lawn  sleeves  clad. 

Strut,  with  proud  look,  along  rich  fretted  aisles. 

Frowning  at  those,  on  whom  even  Hbavbn  smiles  ? 

How  canst  thou  bear,  the  mitred  crest  to  see 

Emblazoned  on  his  housings  gorgeously ; 

And,  after  lolling  on  soft  carriage  seats 

Dreaming  of  tithes,  translations,  and  estates, 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

a  refiner's  laboratory)  when  the  plain  common  sense  of  mankind  is  al- 
lowed full  opportunity  of  examining  the  pretensions  of  those  who, 
wUl-he,  nil-he,  assume  the  scheol-master  over  mind.  The  Dictators  of  the 
Established  Church  say,  "take  the  Scriptures  without  note  or  comment, 
believe  every  thing  in  them  literally  and  with  simplicity  of  heart — they 
are  sufficient  for  salvation."  Yet,  in  their  actions  they  do  every  thing 
that  is  contrary  to  the  words  which  proceed  from  their  lips  j  they  pervert 
the  Scriptures  to  the  use  of  sectarian  proselytism,  as  if  a  christian  needed 
to  be  made  a  christian,  give  "  notes  and  comments"  by  implication, 
prove  that  they  themselves  do  not  believe  the  Scriptures  in  the  literal 
sense,  (see  note  F.  page  5,)  and  to  show  that  the  Scriptures  are  not 
sufficient  for  salvation,  they  make  eight  millions  of  people  in  Ireland 
pay  for  the  "  curing"  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  souls!  Money  is  the 
thing  for  salvation ! 

It  is  written,  ray  house  shall  be  called  the  house  of  pray«r ;  but  ye 
have  made  it  a  den  of  thieves. — Matthew  xxi.  13 — and  see  preceding 
verse. 

"  Dreaming  of  tithes,  translations,  and  estates."  Queen  Mab  loves 
toteaze  even  Parsons  with  such  phantasies  :  — 

"  And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
"  Tickling:  a  Parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep, 
"  Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice." 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 
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Hear,  paid  discourses  to  thy  sickened  ear 
Of  Him,  so  meek  and  lowly,  you  revere  ? 
How,  like  a  fisher  all  in  rags,  is  he  ? 
How,  like  th'  apostle  of  humility  ? 
How,  like  poor  Lazarus  on  his  master's  breast  ? 
How,  like  the  barefoot  shepherd  from  the  east  ? 
How,  like  the  prophet  in  the  wilderness. 
Who  had  but  skins  to  wrap  his  nakedness  ? 
How,  like  the  follower  of  the  one  so  meek 
Who    said,   *'  without  e'en  staff,  or  scrip,  the  sinner 
seek !" 

NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

"  Hear,  paid  discourses  to  thy  sickened  ear 

Q/"HiM,  so  meek  and  lowly,  you  revere  ?" 
*•  Take  n>y  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn  of  me ;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto  your  souls." — Matt.  xi.  29. 
"  fVilhout  e'en  staff,  or  scrip,  the  sinner  seek  .'"  "  Provide  neither 
^Id,  nor  silver,  nor  brass  in  your  purses,  nor  scrip  for  your  journey, 
neither  two  coats,  neither  shoes,  nor  yet  staves :  for  the  workman  is 
worthy  of  his  meat." — Mat.  x.  9,  10.  Now  it  must  be  quite  clear  that 
it  would  be  a  noble  idea  to  found  a  Professorship  of  Sophistry  to  guide 
certain  Reverend,  Right-reverend,  and  Lordly  Disciples,  (for  it  is  to  the 
chosen  disciples  the  texts  are  addressed)  in  the  art  of  "  wresting"  these 
portions  of  God's  word  to  other  people's  advantage,  even  though  "  to 
their  own  damnation  :"  for  beyond  any  doubt,  nothing  short  of  the  skill 
of  a  Collegiate  Professor  of  Sophistry,  could  help  their  Graces  and  Reve- 
rences of  the  Established  Church,  off  the  horns  of  the  dilemma  upon  which 
these  texts  impale  them.  They  must  be  either  the  servants  of  "  God  or 
Mammon;"  let  them  abide  either  by  the  literal  sense  of  the  S  criptures, 
'*  without  note  or  comment,"  or  admit  the  principle  of  torturing  the 
texts  of  God's  Testament,  into  the  very  opposite  meaning  which  the 
words  imply.  When  they  shall  have  made  their  choice,  we  will  know 
how  to  draw  a  conclusion  which  we  doubt  not  even  the  "  dark  and  de- 
luded people"  may  already  anticipate.  At  ail  events,  since  their 
Graces  and  Reverences  will,  in  spile  of  both  Scripture  and  the  common 
sense  of  mankind,  have  not  only  gold  and  silver,  and  brass  and  purses, 
and  scrips,  and  livery  as  well  as  coats,  and  boots  as  well  as  shoes,  and 
guns  as  well  as  staves,— (in  similar  contrariety  lo  the  text)  since 
they  will  not  prove  themselves  *'  workmen  worthy  of  their  meat," 
it  is  time  that  the  "  school-master,"  who  t*  abroad,  should  take  up  the 
birch  and  castigate  their  fat— Reverences! 
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Yc  of  the  Icnghty  car,  dull  eye,  paid  yell ! 
Whose  God  is  Gold — religion,  fear  of  hell — 
Well  may  ye  claim  close  kindred  to  that  hack 
Whose  sole  respect's  the  cross  upon  his  back : 
Yet,  that  plain  brother  of  the  mitred  tribe, 
Asks  for  his  sombre,  down  cast  looks,  no  bribe- 
While  ye  must  have  your  thistles  served  on  plate, 
And,  stead  of  drawing  must  be  draiun  in  state ! 
Oh,  Goddess  !  I  must  marvel,  and  look  grave. 
When  pride  for  piety.  Church-man  stands  for  knave 
Come  !  fly  such  orgies  !  let  pride  have  its  throne. 
And,  in  good  time,  the  Devil  will  have  his  own. 

They,  on  dark  empire  in  the  Shades,  are  bent. 
Who  make  religion  Mammon's  instrument; 
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"And,  stead  of  drawing  must  bo  drawn  in  stale  \"  Oh  fie!  Mr. 
"  M.O.  T."  What!  would  you  make  beasts  of  draught  of  them — 
put  an  addition  to  the  burden  of  riches  they  groan  under  ?  Ah,  cruel, 
cruel  innovator!  you  are  almost  as  merciless  on  them  as  the  Tully  of 
modern  days,  who,  addressing  the  people  of  Parsonstown,  says,  of  the 
Church  Hierarchy : — 

"  But  what  shall  I  say  to  these  unhappy  men,  whose  conduct  proves 
that  they  have  entered  the  Church  by  perjury  to  make  a  merchandize 
of  the  people?  what  is  their  real  character?  They  are  base  hirelings— 
they  are  foul  traitors— they  are  murderers,  traQickcrs  in  iuiman  souls. 
How  shall  such  men  escape  the  judgment  of  God  ?" 

By  Jove,  this  Tully  is  a  perfect  Cicero!  See  what  a  philippic  he  has 
given  their  Reverences  to  their  very  bcurdsl  We  fancy,  when  their 
Graces  pass  by  RIarcus's  little  thatched  villa  at  Cryl)bace,  they  would 
like,  if  drawn  in  their  state  coaches  by  prancing  steeds,  and  followed  by 
swollen  footmen,  to  draw  up  the  blinds'.  We  would  recommend  them 
not  to  let  Tully  get  one  glimpse  of  their  bloated  carcasses.  We  shall 
make  further  extracts  from  the  Ciceronian  Pl;;"ippics,  presently.-- 
Meantime,  let  us  reflect  upon  the  comfortable  idea  of  going  in  a  pleasing 
dream,  reclining  upon  crimson  velvet  cushions  in  a  luxurious  family 
coach,  to  say  one's  prayers,  and  ask  charity  for  the  poor  in  studied  and 
set  phrases!  Oh,  how  much  the  times  are  improved  since  kneeling  upon 
bare  rocks  l)y  the  mountain  side  was  thought  a  fit  attitude  and  place  for 
lifting  up  the  soul  to  the  Ueily  of  the  Universe  I 


CHAPTER  ON  THE  CHURCH.  79 

For  he  wliose  "  calling'*  is  for  this  world's  gear 
Hopes  for  no  soul,  or  shows  he  has  no  fear. 
But  let  that  pass — 'tis  time  to  have  it  shown 
That  THOU  wilt  henceforth  call  a  stone,  a  stone  ; 
And  stead,  of  trusting  spelling-books  like  theirs. 
Where    God   means   gold,  and   mumbling   stands  for 

prayers, 
Thou'lt  have  a  Lexicon  where  all  may  read 
Truth  is  not  fable,  nonsense  is  no  creed. 

"  A  Chapter  on  the  Church  !"  Heavens,  in  what  flocks 

Will  huddle,  and  stamp  fierce,  the  orihodox  ! 

Methinks,  I  see  them  in  the  ashes  poke 

With  lengthy  tongs,  the  embers  of  my  book. 

Alack,  and  well-a-day  !  and  must  I  see 

These  harpies*  poking  at  my  progeny  ? 

Ah  !  when  they  find  the  hapless  witlings  writhe, 

Will  they  forget  to  snatch  and  hug  their  tithe  ? 

^Twill  do  them  good,  if  but  a  tenth  they  take 

Of  what  I  here  indite,  from  fire  and  stake  ; 

And  place  the  graceless  "  unction"  to  their  souls, 

To  cure  hypocrisy  and  all  it's  doles. 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

"  For  he  whose  *  calling'  is  for  this  world's  gear."  Hear  again 
what  the  aforesaid  Tully  says  in  another  paragraph  of  his  philippic, 
"  an  by  the  piper  ov  Blessing-town,  a  darlint  scould  that  same  Mcasther 
TuUy  is  :"— 

"  And  will  they  never  put  an  end  to  such  enormities  ?  Is  it  not  enough, 
unhappy  men,  that  you  have  for  nearly  three  centuries,  fleeced  the  peo- 
ple of  Ireland — and  naked  and  bare  you  have  left  them  ?  Is  it  not 
enough  that  for  so  long  a  period  you  have  bartered  the  salvation  of  the 
people  for  a  piece  of  bread  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that  you  have  so  long  de- 
voured the  patrimony  of  the  poor?  Cease,  at  length,  your  enormous 
oppressions.  I  loudly  call  you  to  speedy  repentance.  1  fervently  pray 
you  may  listen  to  the  call.  The  state  of  Christendom  seems  to  indicate, 
that,  ere  long,  God  will  thoroughly  purge  his  floor  and  gather  his  wheat 
into  the  garden,  and  burn  up  the  chaff  with  unquenchable  fire," 

•  "  Harpies  :"  in  Johnson's  Dictionary  this  word  is  explained  ravenous 
wretches. 

"  To  cure  hypocrisy  and  all  it's  doles,"    Why,  what  a  silly  oaf  you 
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"  A  Chapter  on  the  Church  !"  aye,  brother  Bull  ! 
'Twill  make  thee  stare,  and  scratch  thy  beefy  skull. 
Yes,  "  Church  atid  State,"  or,  please  you,  "  State  and 

Church" 
«•  If  one's  attacked— the  other's  in  the  lurch." 
Bandy  them  about  whatever  way  you  will 
You  fancy  them  inseparable  still ; 
But  when  plain  reason  may  commence  her  reign. 
The  "  calling"  will  be  proved  mere  love  of  gain  j 
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are,  Mr.  "  M.  O.  T."  lo  think  there  is  any  cure  for  profitable,  hypo- 
crisy ! 

What  then'!  arc  appetites  and  lusts  laid  down, 

With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gown .' 

Will  avarice  and  concupiscence  give  place 

Chann'd  by  the  sounds — your  Reverence,  6r  your  Grace  ? 

No.    But  his  own  engagement  binds  him  fast ; 

Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last. 

What  Atheists  call  him — a  designing  Knave, 

A  mere  Church  juggler,  hyfockitb,  and  slave ! 

COWPBR. 

Bnt  profitable  hypocrisy  is,  above  all  things,  not  easily  put  by,  for 

Crescit  amor  nummi,  quantum  ipsa  pecunia  crescit ; 

Sed  quisermones!  quamf<ed<e  buccina  fanuB  ? 

Quid  nocet  hoc  ?  inquit  tunicam  mihi  malo  lupini, 

Quamsi  me  toto  laudet  viciniapago. 

Juvenal  Sat.  XIV. 
"  You  fancy  them  inseparable  still."     John  Bull  is  very  s(^itary 
in  this  opinion  ;  his  progeny  are  of  a  very  different  mind.     Hear  what 
a  Dissenter  says,  the  same  Tully  we  have  before  quoted. 

"  Unite,  ray  Protestant  and  Catholic  brethren,  in  purging  your  land 
of  such  abominations.  Let  the  whole  of  the  Chuech  Pkoperty  be 
transferred  to  his  Majesty's  Exchequer— The  present  Incumbents  thence 
paid — the  Tithes  under  the  Composition  Act  restored  to  the  poor — and, 
as  the  Livings  shall  be  vacated  by  death,  the  Church  lands  made  use  of 
to  diminish  the  national  burdens,  and  thus  virtually,  put  into  the  pockets 
of  the  people,  and  the  divine  laws  restored,  that  all  bodies  of  christians 
should  support  their  own  teachers.  Then,  this  source  of  corruption,  and 
cause  of  endless  division,  being  removed,  you  will  be  able  to  come  toge- 
ther, not  for  the  base  purpose  of  political  prosely  tism  or  paltry  sectarian- 
ism, but  in  the  great  and  generous  spirit  of  christian  charity,  to  compare 
your  creeds  and  settle  your  differences,  and  unite  into  the  one  great 
church,  which  shall,  ere  long,  fill  the  whole  earth." 
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Youil  think  of  your  own  offspring  in  tlie  west 
Whose  State  without  a  Church,  is  doubly  blest, 
And  then,  perchance,  thou' It  con  the  matter  o'er 
And  amputation  bear  without  one  roar. 
He  who  hath  limb  diseased  and  mortified 
Must  amputation  of  that  limb  abide  ; 
'Twere  madness  sure,  to  hug  the  rotten  part 
'Till  cancer  spread  and  eat  into  the  heart ; 
While,  after  centuries  of  fell  disease 
One  cut,  from  "  thousand  ills,"  the  body  frees. 

A  Chapter  on  the  Church !"  see  how  aghast 
Yon  fanatic  to  heaven  his  eyes  hath  cast ! 
Hear  ye  the  yearnings  of  his  inward  groans 
As  at  the  sound  of  common  sense  he  moans  ? 
On  "  special  grace"  and  "  faith"  is  his  repose — 
All  other  sects  and  creeds  he  holds  as  foes ; 
But  talk  of  reason,  common  sense,  free  thought — 
Upon  your  head  his  direst  wrath  is  brought ; 
With  any  Church  he'll  league,  his  zeal  to  prove, 
And  persecute  who  sins — to  prove  God's  love  ! 
Deal  with  that  saint — he'll  cheat  you,  if  he  can. 
His  words  are  heaven's — Hell  owns  the  inward  man  ; 
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"  Deal  with  that  saint,  he'll  cheatyou  if  he  can;" 

Where  dwell  these  matchless  saints  ?    Old  Cui-io  cries, 
"  E'en  at  your  side,  sir,  and  before  your  eyes, 
The  favoured  few — the  enthusiasts  you  despise. 
And  pleased  at  heart,  because  on  lioly  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hypocrite  is  found 
Reproach  a  people  with  liis  single  fall 
And  cast  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  all," 

COWPEH. 

Curio's  hint  of  "  reproaching  a  people"  with  the  hypocrisy  of  an  in- 
dividual, does  not  apply  to  our  Contributor,  "  M.  O.  T."  who  evidently 
merely  alludes  to  those  black  ravens  amongst  the  Established  Clergy, 
who,  while  they  latterly  have  takeu  up  a  particularly  saintly  zeal  forout- 
ward  appearance,  make  use  of  it  as  a  mere  cloak  to  cover  their  simonical 
bargains    and   ovcr-reathiKgs,    their  Lorse-jockeyings,    and    swindling 

if  M 
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His  spleen  against  the  Church  is  yet  as  great, 

As  though  his  creed  were,  christian,  christian  hate  ! 

His  «  Heavenly  love,"  "  Grace,"  «  Faith,"  and  Jewish 

law," 
Are  made,  for  worldly  gains,  a  mere  cat's  paw  j 
His  eyes  are  turned  up  in  "  adoring  Grace" — 
That  he  may  cheat  you  to  your  very  face ; 
He  "  groans  in  spirit,"  "  Lamb !"  in  evei*y  sigh — 
That  he  may  put  his  finger  in  your  eye ; 
And,  when,  on  sinners  he  invokes  a  curse — 
To  prove  he's  heard,  he  robs  you  of  your  purse  ! 

Proud  Bishops  !  bloated  plunderers  of  the  poor! 

Hear  ye  the  knock  of  justice  at  your  door  ? 

Up,  up  my  Lords  !  your  bars  and  bolts  they'll  wrench— 

The  jury's  summoned — Reason's  on  the  Bench  ! 

What !  deemed  ye  God  much  longer  could  withstand 

His  people's  cries,  and  no  account  demand  ? 

Yes,  yes,  you  heeded  not  the  j^oo)'  man's  knock. 

Nor  Heaven's^W^  rights,  you  only  fleeced  the  flock. 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITOKS. 

transactions.    Of  the  latter  we   know  an  instance,  wherein  a  dark  and 
saintly  Divine  kept  a  butler,  who  wrote  a  good  hand,  for  the  purpose 
of  being  either  drawer,  endorser,   or  acceptor  of  his  bills — mere  kites 
made  use  of  to  swindle  jewellers,  shop-keepers,  &c.     A  levy  of  £1500 
was  made  by  act  of  vestry  for  new  roofing  and  repairs  of  bis  Church, 
and  he   pocketed   or  squandered  the  money — but  a  second  levy  was 
made  for  the  same  amount,  and  his  Reverence  was  forgiven  by  his  Bishop, 
and  allowed  to  preach  his  Evangelical  Sermons  in  undisturbed  repose  ! 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  heeded  not  the  poor  man's  knock. 
Nor  Heaven's  jxtst  rights,  you  only  ^fleeced  the  /lock." 
Our  friend  Tully  is  worth  quoting  again  on  this  point:  — 
"  It  is  the  conduct  of  the  Clergyman  in  enforcing  the  law  for  his  own 
advantage,  that  is  called  in  question.     The  law  of  the  land  gives  him  one 
claim,   the  law  of  God   another ;    which  shall  he  obey  ?  (We  answer, 
that  which  he  does  obey,  namely,  the  profitable  claim).     Shall  be  en- 
force the  human  law  and  dwindle  down  into  the  oppressive  tax-gatherer, 
or  shall  he  respect  the  divine  law  and  become  the  faithful  pastor  ?     It 
will  not  do  for  him  to  plead  that  the  tithes  arc  secured  to  him  by  law. 
This  is  Ihc  subject  of  complaint.      It  is  'iniquity  established  by  law  in 
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You,  on  yourselves  bestowed  unbounded  care, 
When  Want  and  Misery  claimed  in  vain,  their  share. 
While  dogs,  and  pampered  horses  in  your  stalls 
Died  of  repletion — famine  roamed  your  walls  j 
Your  FELLOW-BEINGS  gaspiug  at  your  gate 
Sunk  to  the  grave — but  cursed  you  for  their  fate  ! 
1  What  may  your  want  in  your  last  moments  be  ? 
Mercy  !  denied  you,  in  your  agony  ! 
You,  with  Police  attendant  at  your  beck 
To  clear  your  lawns  and  keep  the  poor  in  check. 
First  drove  them  into  wilds  or  fields  to  glean — 
For  food,  the  herbs — for  drink,  the  drizzling  rain — 
Cast  them  on  those  no  burden  could  endure — 
Aye  cast  the  poor  to  feed  upon  the  poor ! 

NOTES  BY  THE  EDITORS. 

the  Church' that  I  wish  to  put  down.  The  tithes  as  well  as  Church  lands 
are  public  property,  and  as  the  pastor  of  a  small  portion  of  the  public,  he 
is  not  entitled  to  appropriate  the  whole  in  opposition  to  the  will  of  the 
reluctant  majority.  Every  shilling  that  the  Established  Clergyman 
exacts  from  an  unwilling  people,  is  as  truly  a  violation  of  the  law  of  God, 
as  an  act  of  theft  or  fraud  ;  and  is  aggravated,  besides,  by  his  sacred 
character,  as  a  professed  teacher  of  the  divine  commands,  and  by  (he 
consideration  that  he  is  seizing  the  patrimony  of  the  poon  to  whom  part 
of  the  tithes  originally  l)elonged. 

"  For  food,  the  kerbs— for  drink,  the  drizzling  rain — "  It  is  too 
notorious,  to  need  our  swelling  this  note  by  quotations  from  authorities 
to  prove,  that  the  peasantry  of  Ireland  for  three  or  four  months  of  the 
summer  are  in  such  wretchedness,  misery,  and  degradation  of  condition, 
as  to  be  obliged  to  live  upon  a  weed  called  itrashoch-ivec,  a  species  of 
wild  rape.  This  we  have  personally  witnessed  until  our  feelings  and 
sentiments  of  the  difference  intended  by  the  great  Creator  of  the 
Universe  to  exist  between  the  human  species  and  the  brute  creation, 
were  so  wrought  upon,  that,  in  spite  of  all  artificial  obligation,  we 
found  ourselves  almost  ready  to  exclaim  to  them,  "  how  can  you  keep 
from  robbery  and  plunder?"  but  the  forbearance,  the  noble — the  un- 
obtrusive fortitude,  of  these  wretched  beings,  were  ever  ready  to 
answer,  "because  God  has  given  us  souls,  and  made  us  superior  in 
mind  to  the  brutes,  though  inferior  in  resources  for  physical  enjoyment!" 

"  ^ye,  cast  the  poor  to  feed  ujwn  the  poor."  The  roon  of  the 
country  parts  of  Ireland    actually  exist    upon  the  sole   bounty  of  the 
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Where  was  their  third  of  all  your  hoarded  store  ? 
Why  did  you  not  their  right — ^their  own,  restore  ? 
Where  were  your  glebes,  your  benefices,  sees. 
Your  tithes,  your  dues,  your  tenths,  your  buri^ 

FEES — 
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peasantry  and  "Scullogue  farmers."     There  is  not  a  holder  of  a  small 
tenement    throughoiU  the  country,   on  an  average  that  does  not  pay 
from  £5  to  £10  per  annum  in  potatoes,  milk,  eggs,  &c.  to  support  the 
bocherias,  omedhaivns,  cripples,   and  poor  labourers  who  are  throw* 
houseless  o«  the  world.     This  they  do,  alUiougfa,  according  to  the  insti-  11 
tution  of  tithes,  they  pay  it,  besides,  in  trust  to  the  Parson,  in  the  poor's 
share  of  those  imposts. 
*'  FF'here  were  your  glebes,  your  benefices,  sees, 
Your  tithes,  your  dttes,  your  tenths,  your  burial  fees" 
Mr.  Wakefield  said  the  personal  revenues  of  the  Irish  Bishops  in  his 
day  were  to  the  annual  amount  of  £146,000 :    but  the  latest  estimates 
prove  them  to  amount  to  upwards  of  £200,000,  viz  : — 


Archbishop 

of  Armagh . . 

£15,000 

Bishop  of  Ferns  . . 

..  £9,006 

— 

Dublin  .. 

15,000 

— 

Kildare 

. .      9,000 

— 

Tuam     . . 

10,000 

— 

Ossory 

.      T,000 

— 

Casbel   .. 

10,000 

— 

Cloyne 

.      8,000 

Dishop  of  Clogher . . 

10,000 

— 

Cork    .. 

.     7,000 

— 

Dromore.. 

.7,000 

— 

Killaloc 

.      8,000 

— 

Down     ., 

8,000 

— 

Limerick     , 

.      0,000 

— 

Derry     . . 

18,000 

— 

Waterford  . 

.      0,000 

— 

Kilmorc... 

8,000 

— 

Clonfert      . 

.       5,000 

— 

Meath    .. 

9,000 

-- 

Elphin 

.    13,000 

— 

Raphoe  . . 

11,000 

— 

KiUala 

.      5,000 

£210,000 

These  incomes  arise  chiefly  from    estates  belonging  to  the  different 
Sees,  and  but  a  very  small  part  from  tithes.     Mr.  Wakefield  was  of 
opinion  that  in  his  time  the  lands  of  the  undermentioned  Sees  would  let 
for  consiilerably  more  than  double  those  incomes;  namely. 
The  Primacy    for  £140,000  per  annum. 
Derry         —      120,000      — 
Kilmore     —      100,000      — 
Waterford—      70,000      — 

Being  for  four  Sees  alone,     £430,000 


We  have  stated  that  the  whole  of  the  Church  property  is  worth  THurc 
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The  hocus-pocus  rattle-trap  of  names. 

On  which  you  found  your  mission  and  your  claims  : — 

Say  in  what  bible,  chapteb,  and  what  verse^ 

Are  these  seven  plagues  ?    in  Hebrew,  Greek,  or 

Erse? 
In  Latin,  German,  Russian,  Dutch,  or  Spanish, 
Italian,  French,  American,  or  Danish  ? 
I  Oh,  I  forgot !  in  Irish  it  must  be — 
In  Ireland  sure,  the  whole  seven  plagues  we  see ; 
And  truly,  never  Jitter  plagues  were  given, 
To  prove  a  nation  cursed  in  wrath  from  Heaven  ! 

NOTES  BT  THE  EDITORS. 

MiLiioxs,  annnalli/.  The  lolal  revenue  found  to  be  absolutely  ne- 
cessary for  the  disbursements  of  Ireland  about  the  years  1792  or  1703 
(as  we  recollect)  did  not  exceed  that  smn.  TVhy  could  not  the  Go- 
vernment of  Ireland  he  now  carried  on  tipon  the  Revenues  of  the 
Church,  and  such  an  impoverished  country  be  totally  relieved  of  all 
other  taxes  9 

In  Mr.  WakeGeld's  time  the  expense  of  the  Established  Clergy  was 
supposed  to  be  £2,239,580,  in  Ireland.  Mr.  Hume,  in  1824,  contended 
that  it  was  £3,200,000.  This  expense,  it  is  obvious,  is  incurred  at 
the  charge  of  eight  millions  of  people  for  supplying  spiritual  comfort  (!) 
to  about  half  a  million  !  whilst  the  expense  incurred  for  the  spiritual 
wants  of  seven  millions  of  the  same  people,  does  not  exceed  £300,000, 
fo/im/a>»7y  contributed  andi  hy  themselves  alone  \  In  England  twenty- 
six  Prelates  administer  to  about  six  millions,  out  of  a  population  of 
twelve  millions.  In  Ireland  twenty-two  Prelates  administer  to  about 
half  a  million,  out  of  a  population  of  eight  millions,  seven-eighths  of 
whom  are  Catholics.  In  England  several  Bishops  receive  no  more 
than  £2,000  or  £3,000.  In  Ireland  none  receive  less  than  £J,000,  and 
some  more  than  £18,000! 

The  Clergy  of  all  the  christian  world  (leaving  out  England  and  Ire- 
land), France,  the  United  States,  Spain,  Portugal,  Hungary,  Italy, 
Austria,  Switzerland,  Prussia,  German  Small  States,  Holland,  Nether- 
lands, Denmark,  Sweden,  Kussia,  the  Christians  in  Turkey,  of  South 
America,  and  of  all  other  parts,  taken  as  one  grand  total,  do  not 
receive  more  than  £8,852,000  for  the  spiritual  guidance  of  about 
200,006,000  of  people  !  while  the  Established  Clergy  of  Great  Britain 
receive  £8,806,000  for  the  spiritual  consolation  (!  again)  of  0,500,000 
persons  !  and  the  Clergy  of  all  other  denominations  in  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland  for   15,000,000  of  people  receive  £1,025,000,  only. 
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Oh  Reverend  Sirs,  meek  Lords,  and  pious  Graces  1 

May  we  be  bold  to  ask  you  to  your  faces — 

How  can  you  think  that  men  M'^ho  wish  the  use 

Of  pure  religion,  will  accept  th'  abuse — 

Will  take  i/our  words  whene'er  you  choose  to  say 

'T'ls  for  their  souls,  indeed,  you  preach  and  pi'ai/ — 

You  "do  your  master's  bidding" — and  such  trash. 

When  well  thei/  knoiv^  you  gloat  upon  their  cash  ! 

You  put  on  all  the  ivardrohe  of  your  trade 

To  drawl  out  prayers  and  sermons  ready-made  1 

You  who  with  thoughts  on  tithes  and  sees  intent. 

Can  not  the  Spirit's  pourings  out  invent, 

Must  needs  betray  your  wishes  in  your  words 

Of  glebes,  fat  BENEPrcES  and  bishop's  thirds! 

Extempore — as  Solomon  imparts— 

*'Your   tongues   might  speak  th'  abundance  of  your 

hearts." 
In  time,  my  Lords,  your  threatened  fate  arrest — 
Consent  to  put  your  Mission  to  the  test; 
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"  Yoti  'dot/our  master' s  bidding'  and  such  trash," 

But  with  averted  eyes  the  omniscient  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  drudge. 

CowrER. 
My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

You  are  meek  and  humble-mouthed ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming. 
With  meekness  and  humility ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and  the  royal  favours. 
Gone  slightly  o'er  low  steps ;  and  now  arc  mounted 
Where  powers  arc  your  retainers :  and  your  words 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  will,  as  't  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.    I  must  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  your  person's  honor,  than 
Your  high  profession  spiritual. 

Shakspeare. 
"  Consent  to  jmt  your  mission  to  the  test."     We  agree  wilh  "  M. 
O.  T."  that  tbeir  Reverences  ought  to  put  their  mission  to  the  test,  like 
every   other  denomination   of  christians.     There  must  be  '<  something 
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Resign  the  whole  machinery  of  yoin-  power, 

Then  may  you  live,  perchance,  one  other  hour  : 

Or,  let  your  own  sole  tiny  flock  supply 

The  vast  revenues  of  your  HiERARcriY ; 

Confine  the  pai/ment  to  the  Orthodox — 

See  what  a  ratting  will  be  in  your  flocks  ! 

What  shying-off  to  inexpensive  sects. 

What  seeking  out  of  "  meek  and  lowly"  texts. 

What  packing-up  of  cushions,  seats,  and  stools. 

What  nods  and  winks  at  dull  remaining  fools. 

What  meagre  forms  of  ghastly,  grim.  Divines, 

What  ghosts  of  parish  clerks  (no  loaves,  no  wines!) 

What  desolation  in  each  scarlet  pew. 

What  beadles  crying  with  their  noses  blucj 

What — (pity  too  !) — deep  ORGAN-bursting  swells. 

And,  Oh  !  what  death-peals  from  the  great  big  Bells  ! 

Did  he  who  preached  the  sermon  on  the  mount. 
His  words  sublime,  from  notes  and  briefs  recount  ? 
Those  words  you  heed  not — tho'  with  infamy 
They  brand  you — monsters  of  hypocrisy  ! 
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rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark"  when  force  is  the  only  prop  of  Ascen- 
dency that  can  safely  be  depended  upon.  It  shows  they  have  not 
either  reason  or  scripture  with  them  who  cannot  rely  upon  both,  or 
either  ;  at  all  events  it  must  be  conclusive,  that  true  religion,  being 
founded  on  principle,  must  prevail,  with  or  icilAout  adventitious 
bolstering  up.  Religion  that  does  not  make  its  way  without  law  and 
riches,  must  be  perverted  from  the  purity  of  its  source,  where  neither 
law  nor  riches  were  ever  admissible ;  and  it  is  the  consciousness  of  this, 
which  deters  the  Established  Clergy  from  trusting  themselves  to  the 
"  loney-proudy"  totter  of  a  "clear  stage,  and  no  favour." 

We  think  we  cannot  better  illustrate  these  truths  than  by  simply 
quoting  Christ's  own  words  without  note  or  comment. 

Mat.  VI.  19,  "  Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  treasures  upon  earth" 
&c.  21,  "Yox  where  your  treasure  is,  there  will  yoM>' Acar^  6e  also." 
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For  your  much  talk  you  think  you  will  be  heard, 
And  REPETITIONS  bandied  to  your  beard — 

You  LAY  UP  TREASURES  FOR  YOURSELVES  ON  EARTH, 

(Doubtful  of  Heaven — elsewhere  secure  your  birth  !) 
Comma7ided  not  to  serve  both  God  and  Mammon, 
As  if  you  only  thought  such  words  "  mere  gammon," 
You  say  to  God  you  give  your  thoughts  and  love — 
That  it's  to  Mammon,  all  your  actions  prove ! 
With  prpctors,  bailiffs,  plotters  in  full  cry. 
To  FLOCKS  YOU  MAY  DEVOUR  by  Ittw,  you  fly  ! 

NOTES    BY    THE    EDITORS. 

"  For  your  much  talk,'^  &c; 

And  repetitions,"  ^-c. 

Ibid  7.  But  when  ye  pray,  use  not  vain  repetitions,  as  the  boathi-ii 
do  :  for  they  think  that  they  shall  be  heard  for  their  mnc/t  spea/iing. 

"  Commanded,  not  to  serve  both  God  and  Mammon,"  Ibid.  24. 
*'  No  man  can  serve  two  masters  :  for  either  he  will  hate  the  one,  and 
love  the  other  j  or  else  he  will  hold  to  the  one  and  despise  the  other. 
Ye  cannot  serve  God  and  Mammon." 

Ibid.  x.  38.  "  And  he  that  taketh  not  his  cross,  and  followeth  after 
me,  is  not  loorthy  of  me."  viii.  20,  "  And  Jesus  saith  unto  him,  the 
foxes  have  holes,  and  the  birds  of  the  air  have  nests;  but  the  Son  of 
Man  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head."  Verily,  verily.  Gentlemen  Par- 
sons, Bishops  and  Archbishops,  but  you  do  prove  yourselves  worthy  of 
HIM  with  a  vengeance!  If  you  do  follow  after  him  it  is  in  your 
luxurious  COACHES — If  you  do  not  imitate  the  foxes  by  living  in  boles 
nor  the  birds  by  living  in  nests,  it  is  because  your  Palaces,  are  so 
snug  that  you  could  not  think  of  exchanging  them,  for  such  meek  and 
lowly  dwellings. 

'^fVith  proctors,  bailiffs,  plotters,  in  full  cry. 

To  flocks  you  may  devour  by  law,  you  fly  I" 

In  Luke  xi.  39, "  Now  do  yc  Pharisees  make  clean  the  out- 
side of  the  cup  and  platter  j  but  youv  inward  part  is  full  of  ravening 
and  wickedness"  And  in  Matthew,  the  7th  chapter  and  15th  verse,  as  if 
the  Saviour  were  actually  addressing  the  children  of  the  Reformation, 
he  says,  as  every  one  must  see  in  allusion  to  the  Dignitaries  of  mam- 
mon, "  Beware  of  false  prophets,  which  come  to  you  in  sheep's  clothing, 
but  inwardly  they  are  ravening  wolves.  10,  You  shall  know  them 
by  their  fruits.     Do  men  gather  grapes  of  thorns  or  figs  of  thistles  ?" 

No,  truly,  but  we  gather  thorns  from  thistles,  the  plague  from  Bishops, 
and  the  leprosy  that  killeth  industry  from  Chuith  ascendency!  for.  only 
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Now  that  you're  gorged  upon  your  ceaseless  meal. 
And  swollen  as  tuns,  you  stagger  and  yod  reel. 
And  fall  and  burst  you  will,  and  men  will  say, 
"Where  has  our  reason  been  this  many  a  day ?" 

NOTES   By    THE    BDITORS. 

for  it  the  revenues  which  their  meeA  and  lowly  Reverences  devour, 
would  be  sutGcient  to  pay  the  Peacu  Establishment  of  Ireland  and 
to  free  her  people  from  all  other  taxation!  Ves,  the  Peace  Establish- 
ment of  Ireland  in  1702,  was  actually  but  one  million  j  and  of  this, 
£200,000  was  paid  in  bounties,  premiums  for  the  encouragement  of 
manufacture  and  agriculture,  &c.  The  interest  of  our  share  of  the 
debt  ought  not  to  exceed  two  millions  more.  If  useJuUy  employed, 
the  revenues  of  the  Established  Church  would  be  suflTicient  for  the  Go- 
vernment of  Ireland  without  taxes!  Oh  what  an  Eden  then,  would  be 
this  Emerald  Isle! 
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That  fellow  pecks  up  wtt,  as  pigeoms'  pease-; 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please  : 
He  is  wit's  pedlar ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  wassels,  meetings,  markets,  fairs. 

SUAKSPEARE-. 

Were  is  a  Surgeon,  Sir,  doth'talte  your  fee 

Without  its  ofltering :  marry,  when  you  lack 

His  aid,  you'll  find,  ifaith,  he  is  more  skilled 

Tn  jingling  words,  or  in  the  occult  arts. 

Or  abstruce  niceties,  than  in  the  healivg  powers. 

Wherewith  plain  Nature — e'en  in  simplest  herbs — 

Doth  manifest  parental  tcnderntss. 

Tub  Parscxn- Show-Box. 


THE 


BACHELOR    OF    ARTS 


COUNTRYMAN. 


.  The  Reverend  Charles  Kilcriste,  A.  B.,  although  one 
of  the  Artillery  of  Orthodoxy ^  and  of  no  ordinary  calibre 
in  his  own  opinion,  is  rated  only  as  a  field-piece  by 
the  Master  of  the  Ordnance :  in  short,  he  has  been  all 
his  lifetime  on  an  out-station,  as  a  mere  seventy-Jive 
pounder.  He  came  of  a  good  family,  but  owing  to 
some  imprudent  domestic  arrangements  which  he 
thought  proper  to  make  for  himself  early  in  life,  he 
spent  the  flower  of  his  youth  in  an  estrangement  from 
his  friends,  and  it  was  but  lately  that  a  portion  of  his 
patrimony  descended  to  him  rather  in  spite  of  his  fa- 
mily than  with  their  good  will.  He  was  always  counted 
a  very  learned  personage ;  but,  lilte  many  possessed  of 
mere  book  knowledge,  he  often  found  things  that  were 
revealed  unto  children,  too  abstruse  for  his  comprehen- 
sion. He  has  been  known  to  pore  over  the  Bible  and 
the  Holy  Fathers  in  an  abstracted  state,  for  a  whole 
fortnight  together,  to  ascertain  how  it  was  that  Moses, 
when  he  had  received  the  Ten  Commandments  from 
heaven,  could  have  been  so  wicked  as  to  be  the  first  to 
set  the  bad  example  of  breaking  them  all  at  once,  until. 
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at  leiigtl),  die  kitchen  wench,  who  grieved  to  see  himi 
pining  from  the  effects  of  such  close  study,  told  him  that; 
"  Moses  let  the  Tables  fall,  and  broke  all  the  Command- 
ments in  one  offer."  This  was  a  lucky  discovery,  and 
served  him  for  learned  disquisitions  during  a  twelve- 
month. At  another  time,  some  wag  put  him  upon  a 
scheme  of  fattening  one  of  his  lean  kine  for  an  ap- 
proaching fair  in  the  village,  by  an  expeditious  process.! 
The  plan  was  kept  a  profound  secret  during  a  whole 
week,  as,  probably,  a  patent  was  expected  for  the  in- 
vention, should  it  succeed.  At  length  the  auspicious 
morning  arrived,  and  the  Reverend  Bachelor  of  Arts ! 
was  to  be  seen  at  cock-shout,  looking  as  busy  and  brim- 
ful of  something  important,  as  a  young  lawyer  with  his 
first  brief  in  hand.  It  was  noticed  by  one  of  his  neigh- 
bours, who  happened  to  be  an  early  riser,  that  his  Reve- 
rence had  been  at  Tom  the  Tinker's  before  dawn,  to 
borrow  the  small  forge  bellows ;  and  sundry  hints  fleW 
about,  that  the  lean  cow  would  be  bloivn  up  for  the  fair ; 
be  that  as  it  may,  at  the  best  hour  of  the  morning,  forth 
stepped  the  cow,  looking  amazingly  plump  and  M'^ell, 
but  gasping  at  every  step  as  his  Reverence  drove  her 
onward  towards  the  fair-green.  Arrived  there,  all 
seemed  to  promise  very  well,  till  a  rough  butcher  came 
up,  and  crying  out,  "  who  sells  the  fat  cow  ?"  gave  her 
a  kick  in  the  belly  that  made  her  almost  faint — presently 
a  rumbling  noise  was  heard — then  a  prolonged  explo- 
sion of  a  dull,  grave  ound ;  and,  if  ^Eolus  with  the  four 
winds  of  heaven  in  his  fists,  had  been  let  loose,  he  could 
not  have  kicked  up  a  greater  storm  than  the  poor  beast  \ 
did,  to  her  infinite  easement  and  relief;  Mhereat,  his 
Reverence  seeing  one  of  his  fat  kine,  like  a  clap  of 
thunder,  dwinxlle  instantly  into  a  lean  and  lank  one,  was 
much  moved ;  and  threatening  his  clenched  hand  at  the 
butcher,  he  ejaculated,  "  Oh,  villain  !  Beelzebub  !  pan- 
dcrer  of  men's  appetites!  thou  hast  spoiled  my  fair  !" 
"  Bethershin,"   exclaimed  the  butcher   very  laconi- 
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caHy,  tucking  the  skirt  of  his  trusty  inulcr  his  arm,  and 
giving  a  flourish  of  his  alpeen  with  the  other,  as  he 
dashed  off  through  the  other /«^  beasts  of  the  fair,  with- 
'out  seeming  to  care  a  tranieen  for  the  revolution  he  had 
;  created  in  the  bowels  and  condition  of  the  Bachelor  of 
\  Arts'  cow. 

I  have  made  this  little  preface,  in  order  to  give  you, 
gentle  reader,  a  glimpse  of  insight  into  the  machinery 
of  the  Reverend  Charles  Kilcriste's  pericranium.  The 
scene  which  follows  will  develope  his  powers  of  rea- 
soning upon  doctrinal  points.  You  will  also  perceive 
by  it,  that  he  is  fond  of  a  joke — provided  it  is  at  any  one 
else's  expense — has  a  penchant  for  Irish  slang,  and  in- 
dulges in  a  kind  of  grunting  laugh  whenever  he  thinks 
he  says  a  monstrous  good  thing,  which,  by-the-bye,  oc- 
curs ten  times  in  an  hour. 

THE  BACHELOR  OF  ARTS  AND  THE  COUNTRYMAN. 

Scene:  A  farmer's  kitchen,  near  the  road  side;  [the  door 
open ;  groups  of  pedestrians  outside,  loitering  about  in  ex- 
pectation of  a  funeral;  the  Rev.  Charles  Kilcriste,  A.  B. 
(for  we  love  to  give  all  a  divinity-man's  penny-trwnpet 
titles,)  inside,  sitting  on  the  settle  opposite  the  door,  crack- 
ing and  sputtering  out  his  jokes  and  quiddities  like  the  pro- 
perty-man in  Der  Freischutz  with  his  fire-works,  whilst 
several  rustics  sit  on  stools  around  him  grinning  as  if  for  a 
wager  through  a  horse-collar  ;  Mr.  Tabernacle,  a  sensible 
and  serious-looking  personage  with  a  grave  countenance  un- 
moved, occupies  a  tall-backed  oak  chair,  as  straight  and 
upright  as  his  own  principles,  and  looking  as  old-fashioned 
as  a  puritan.  To  them  enters  Peter  Omedhawn,  a  bluff 
sc  u  Hog  ue  farmer  tvith  little  signs  of  mental  care  about  him.] 

His  Reverence — Well,  Peter,  my  man  ;  how  are  you 
this  wet  day :  but  sure  I  need'nt  ask  you,  for  you  look 
as  red  and  rosy  and  broshuck  as  a  Priest  at  a  station 
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(Hnncr. — Ha,  lia,  ha,  ha — [Laughing up  fro)n  the  bottom 
of  his  botcels.] 

Peter — Bowl  away,  Sir,  bowl  away;  you're  welcome 
to  your  sport ;  folly  on,  folly  on. 

His  Reverence — Tell  nic,  Peter,  were  you  the  man 
that  set  the  LifFey  on  fire  ? — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Peter — Is  it  myself  you  main,  plaise  your  Reverence  ? 
by  my  fay,  bud  I  cou'd'nt  do  that — barn  it  was  a  river 
ov  phwiskey,  an  ids  small  grah  I'd  have  for  settin  that 
a  fire,  I'll  be  bound. 

His  Reverence — Ha,  ha,  ha,  Peter ;  it's  you  I  b'lieve. 
I'm  sure  you'd  think  more  about  the  spirit  than  the  real 
presence  of  the  Liffey  if  that  were  the  case. — Ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Andy  C. — A  real  Norhury,  by  Jove ;  but  not  over  and 
.above  pious. 

His  Reverence — Piety  and  the  present  company  might 
be  mar-ri-ed.  When  we're  in  Rome  we  must  do  as 
Rome  does  :  we're  now  amongst  the  Romans  yon  know : 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Andy  C- — Another  No7'hury !  By  Saint  Kilda,  but  it's 
not  fair  for  your  Reverence  to  pelt  us  with  good  things 
faster  than  we  can  swallow  them- 

His  Reverence — Well,  well,  a  truce.  But  tell  me, 
Peter;  you  that's  a  road- con  tractor — What's  the  rea- 
son that  you  don't  wiewrfyowr  oitr^z?<;ay5? — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Peter — Anan  ? 

His  Reverence. — If  you  have  any  regiird  for  the  ««/■- 
roiv  road  that  leadeth  unto  eternal  life,  you  ought  to 
mend  your  tvays,  I  say.     Ha,  ha. 

Peter — 0-a-h  !  I  sec  what  your  at,  plaise  your  Reve- 
rence :  folly  on,  folly  on. 

His  Reverence — Why  don't  you  go  to  Church,  Cha- 
pel, or  Meeting? 

Peter — Faiks,  I  dun-na  ;  barn  it's  a  raisin  I  have  for 
lliat  same. —  [TVinking  hard  at  Mr.  Tahernark.] 
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His  Reverence — -Let  me  see  if  your  rahin  is  worth  a 
i?^'. — Ha,  ha,  ha.  What  is  it,  Peter  ? 
'  Peter — Why  then,  you  must  have  it,  plaise  your  Re- 
verence ;  hem !  a-hem  !  aji  here  it  iz.  I  don't  go  to 
CfiURCH  becaise,  d'ye  see,  I  think  the  Clargy  would'nt 
go  there  themselves  no  more  nor  mysel,  only  that 
they're  well  paid  for  it;  an  sara  rap  I'd  get  forgo-in. 

Omnes — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

His  lleiwrence — Oh  !  monstrous,  monstrous  !  fie,  fie, 
Peter! 

Peter — Another  thin,  plaise  your  Reverence ;  I  nivir 
>  could  think  their  prayers  worth  list-nin  to,  becaise  they 
are'nt  taken  from  the  heart,  bud  out  iv  a  book — an  that 
san>e  they  give  for  money,  an  fine  liv-in,  an  rich  cloze, 
'an  grate  eatin  an  dhrinkin,  while  they'd  let  them  that's 
list-nin  starve  an  go  beg  so  as  they  had  their  tides. 
What  love  or  likin  out  iv  pure  frien'ship  could  they 
have  for  our  souls,  whin  tliey  care  so  little  about  our 
bodies  ? 

His  Reverence — Bad  reasoning,  Peter  ;  very  bad,  very 
bad,  indeed  :  but  why  don't  you  go  to  Chapel? 

Peter — Faiks,  becaise  I'm  not  used  to  it,  or  don't  like 

id,  or  never  was  roared  u[)  to  id,  or for  no  other 

raisin  that  1  know;  biul  I  could'nt  lail  out  wid  it  cfn  the 
head  of  nioney,  becaise  I  don't  thitik  the  Priest  gets  a 
ha-penny  more  nor  he  earns  an  wliatever  i)oople  plaise 
to  give  him,  which  may  he  nothiu  at  all  at  all  if  they 
like,  an  what  law  is  there  for  it  ? 

His  Reverence — And  why  don't  you  go  to  Meeting  ? 

Peter — I'm  thiukin  ov  id,  but  did'ut  niake  up  my 
mind  yit :  main  time,  id  does'nt  signify  much  I  thitik 
any  how,  for  I  can  read  my  Bible  as  handy  as  any  of 
them  mysel.  I  have  nochius  ov  the  greatness  an  good- 
ness of  God  in  my  own  mind,  that  none  bud  hi^nscl  could 
give  me.     If  I  was  to  folly  sthrickly  his  word?;  I'd    do 
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better  than  to  folly  your  Reverence's  words-r-no  dispu- 
ragemcnt.  I  often  find  inysel  religious  in  the  open 
fields ;  may  be,  more  nor  I  wou'd  in  Church,  Chapel  or 
Meeting;  there  is'nt  a  daisy,  or  butter-cup,  or  p'yatec- 
blossom,  that  comes  from  the  finger  of  God,  thatdoes'nt 
show  me  more  of  his  goodness  than  iver  I  hard  from  a 
Ministher  or  Bishop  in  all  my  life  put  together,  an  l*m 
sure  I  hard  ten  Bishops  that  cost  us  a  mint  of  money. 

His  Reverence — Ah  !  Peter  5  I'm  afraid  you're  either 
cracked,  or  a  gone  sinner  !  you  are  lost  for  want  of  the 
grace  of  God ! 

Peter — What's  the  grace  of  God,  plaise  your  Reve- 
rence ? 

His  Reverence — Eh  !  Is  it  possible  you  don't  know 
what  the  grace  of  God  is  ? 

Peter — I  often  heer  talk  ov  id ;  bud  may  be  id's  ea- 
sier to  heer  ov  id,  than  to  know  what  id  is.  But  sure 
your  Reverence  will  tell  nz  ail  about  id — id's  the  least 
we  may  have  the  worth  ov  our  penny  out  iv  you. 

His  Reverence — That  I  will.  The  grace  of  God  is  the 
sjjecial  favour  of  the  Almighty,  bestowed  on  his  elect 
people. 

Peter — Pul-lil-lil  hie  !  arc'nt  we  all  his  people  ? 

His  Reveretice — But  not  among  the  elect. 

Peter — Well,  an  how  are  we  to  get  among  the  elect? 

His  Reverence — By  the  special  gift  of  God. 

Peter — An  why  is'nt  he  as  special  to  me  as  to  you  ?  If 
you  get  id,  an  I  don't,  id  is'nt  even  justice  :  that  I'll 
ncvir  believe  of  God. 

His  Reverence — You  did'nt  look  for  i/  with  contri- 
tion, humility,  and  singleness  of  heart. 

Peter — An  you  did  ?  I  knoiv  that  I  am  as  willing  to  do 
God's  bidding  as  any  body  can  be  :  I  often  ask  him  in 
private,  as  he  directs,  to  put  id  into  my  heart  to  do  what 
wid  be  plaisin  to  him :  I  am  willin  to  sarvc  him  with- 
out fee,  favuui-,  or  reward — an  you  mu?t  lie  paid  for  your 
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sarvice,  which  the  Lord-dee  knows  is  no  sarvice  at  all ; 
so,  woiild'nt  id  be  mighty  unjust  if  what  you  say  was 
tnie,  that  he  favoured  you  more  nor  me  ? 

His  Reverence  \in  a  great  passioii] — Out !  out,  you  in- 
fidel !  Open  the  way,  and  let  me  fly  from  this  house  of 
sin — clear  the  door,  I  say  ! 

[^Exit  in  a  rage.'] 

Mr.  Tabernacle — I  believe,  friend  Peter,  that  thou 
wert  the  man  that  did  set  the  Liffey  on  fire — thou  hast 
extinguished  that  sinful  hireling,  however, 

Omnes — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  good,  Peter  ;  good,  very  good, 
Peter. —  [Slappirig  him  o?i  the  hack.']  His  Reverence 
won't  crack  any  more  j«)kes  to-day  :  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mr.  Tabernacle — I  desire  to  set  thee  right,  I^eter,  for 
I  see  that  thou  art  reasonable.  Man,  having  a  free  will, 
may  choose  between  good  and  evil.  God  has  a  store  of 
grace,  ample  enough  for  every  human  being  that  this 
world  ever  saw.  Every  one  who  asks  with  faith  and 
sincerity  will  get  that  which  he  asks — hath  he  not  said, 
"  knock  and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  ye — ask  and  ye  shall 
receive  ?" 

Peter — That's  reasonable  advice,  an  I  thank  you  for 
it  because  it's  free,  an  you  charge  nothin  for  it  like  him 
that  ran  away  from  us.  If  you  had  forced  me  to  pay 
you  the  tenth  of  all  I  was  worth  in  the  world  for  your 
advice  first,  an  then  talked  nonsense  to  me,  I  would'nt 
give  a  pinch  of  snuff  for  all  you  could  say  in  a  twelve- 
month, even  if  you  war  as  glib  as  the  Parson  at  id. 

Andy  C. — Here's  the  hearse,  here's  the  hearse,  come 
out  and  join  the  funeral. 

[Exit  07nnes.] 
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Beautiful  Island '.   of  your  woes  and  wail,     _ 
Is  there  no  damning  record  writ  on  high  \ 
And  are  your  tears  to  blot  the  poet's  tale, 
Alone  f       **«*«« 

Eiffe's  Poems  ;   {just  published.) 

JuDGK  of  the  nations  !  in  whose  balanced  hand 
Hangs  certain  retribution — thou  hast  been 
Observant  of  their  sufferings  in  the  land 
Thou  gravest  them  as  heritage — thou  hast  seen 
How  calculated  famine's  fleshless  mien 
Stalked  to  the  grave — unpitied  and  unfilled — 
Whilst  bloated  Mammon,  in  his  pampered  sheen, 
Looked  from  his  hoarded  granaries — nor  thrilled 
One  breast  a  pitying  pang  i        *        •        « 

Ibid. 

*        *        *       with  meekness  on  his  brow, 
A  sanctified  impostor— 'fore  the  throne 
Of  the  high  co-etbrnal  I  bending  down, 
And  as  he  bends,  the  demon  to  his  throat 
Rushing,  as  prays  he  with  an  idle  moan— 
For  falsehood  soils  the  wretched  slanderer's  mouth. 
That  strives  to  chatter  prayers  'mid  all  the  wrongs  he  doth. 

Ibid. 
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THE  GREEN   ISLAND,    AND   THE  MAGICIAN 
AND  THE  NATIVE. 


.'  Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  certain  Island  east- 
ward of  North  America,  and  indeed  it  exists  to  this  day, 
where  the  strangest  state  of  society  prevailed  that  ever 
was  seen.     The  inhabitants  were  divided   into  classes, 

i  differing  so  much  from  each  other  in  their  views,  mo- 
tives, and  self-interests,  that  it  would  puzzle  Sir 
Thomas   More   himself  to   hash   them    together,    and 

\  cook  up  a  Utopian  mess,  fit  to  lay  before  any  cannibals 
in  the  western  hemisphere.  Their  great  Papa,  (or 
king  as  it  might  be  translated  in  our  language,)  lived 

j  in  another  Island,  half  a  day's  sail  eastward  of  theirs. 
Some  cousin  of  this  Papa,  nine  hundred  and  ninety- 
nine  times  removed,  had  conquered  the  Island  first 
mentioned,  the  name  of  which  is  the  "  Green  Island," 

i  nearly  seven  hundred  years  ago.  By  reason  of  a  kind  of 
sorcery  which  this  conqueror  and  his  successors  under- 
stood and  practised  very  well,  they  were  able  to  keep 
their  conquest  safe  and  sound  up  to  the  present  day. 
It  is  said  that  this  sorcery  was  nothing  more  nor  less 
than  the  art  of  tickling  the  natives  with  bits  of  straws, 

i  until  they  should  fall  a  sciambliug  and   kicking   and 

I  teazing  one  another   about   worthless   chips,  or  some 

I  nonsensical  things  of  that  kind_,  when  they  were  always 
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found  to  be  iin  easy  prey;  ami  tliey  were  as  quietly 
knocked  on  the  head  as  hooby  fowl.  The  present  Paya 
is  a  very  jolly  and  good  hearted  sort  of  a  Tapa ;  who, 
after  spending  his  youth  skimming  over  the  surface 
of  the  sea  in  a  great  big  canoe  t^ice  the  size  of  a  house, 
was  most  unexpectedly  called  upon  to  become  the 
Papa  of  the  two  Islands  and  a  great  many  colonies  be- 
longing to  them,  upon  the  death  of  his  brother.  This 
sailor  Papa's  brother  had  been  a  very  wasteful  and  ex- 
pensive Papa.  It  may  seem  strange  to  say  that  he 
was  wasteful  and  expensive,  because  those  words,  in 
our  language,  mean  something  blameable ;  and  there  is 
a  law  in  those  Islands  we  are  describing,  which  says, 
that,  "  the  Papa  can  do  no  wrong."  Yet,  in  spite  of 
this  law,  which  is  supposed  to  be  a  great  deal  better 
than  gospel,  there  are  people  in  those  Islands  actually 
so  silly  and  absurd,  as  to  believe  that  their  late  Papa 
did  a  great  many  very  foolish  and  wicked  things. — 
Were  there  ever  such  childish  people  seen !  to  think, 
that  a  person  who  could^nt  do  a  thing,  could  do  it? 
But  to  return  to  our  story.  The  present  Papa  keeps  a. 
great  many  right-hand  men  about  him,  whom  theyJ 
call  "  sycophants,"  that  is,  in  our  language,  most 
noble  and  high  ''  state  personages,"  or  as  some  would  \ 
have  it,  "  nobility  ;"  and  these  right-hand  men  are 
considered  ihcjirst  class,  though  infinitely  the  least  nu-'fj 
merous  in  the  society  of  the  Islands.  There  is  another 
class  under  the  thumb  of  the  Papa,  called  the  "  pan- 
<lerers,"  who  are  the  creatures  of  the  first  class  and 
subservient  to  them :  this  word  "  pandcrcrs,"  in  our 
language  might  be  construed  "  common-ers,"  only  that 

they  are  un-common-r s  in  point  of  fact  ;  so  that 

it  is  hard  to  translate  them.     There  are  various  otherjl 
grades  under  those  tuo  classes,   and   for   brevity  sake, 
we  will  call  all  those  grades,  the  third  class,  throwing 
out  a  fourth;  who    are  magicians,   which,  if  the  word 
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fotild  be  translated,  might  be  imagined  by  a  few,  to 
mean  the  same  thing  as  "  established  rights"  would 
with  us.  ^ 

Now  the  history  of  this  strange  people,  and  of  their 
manners,  laws,  and  customs,  would  be  worth  reading, 
if  we  had  time  to  indite  the  matter  :  but  please  God  we 
ishall  hereafter  have  both  time  and  opportunity ;  so,  for 
the  present  we  shall  content  ourselves  with  a  few  ob- 
servations necessary  for  our  present  purpose,  which  is, 
to  let  you,  gentle  reader,  into  the  secret  about  one  of 
their  customs.     Of  all   the  people  under  the  sun,  it  is 
most  strange  that  the  people  of  the  Green  Island,  in  the 
midst  of  riches  are  the  poorest,  in  the  midst  of  fertility 
and  abundance  are  the  most  starved,  in  the  midst   of 
"  law"  and  "justice"  are  the  most  imposed  upon,  and 
in  the  midst  of  shouts  and  boasts  of  "  liberty"  are  the 
most  abject  and  enslaved  !  The  two  firstof  the  classes  be- 
fore alluded  to,  roam  the  land  like  vampires,  but  sucking 
the  blood  of  the  living  instead  of  the  dead;  and  the  fourth 
class,  the  Magicians,  suck  not  only  the  blood  of  those  two, 
but  also  the  last  dregs  from  the  veins  of  those  unfortunates 
already  drained ;  and  like  true  vampires,  they  feed  upon 
the  dead  also  !    How  this  comes  to  pass  is  as  follows  : 
The  people  of  the  "  Green  Island"  are  strangely  formed. 
If  you  select  one  of  them  and  look  upon  him   steadily, 
you  Will  think  he  is  the  image  of  a  God.     His  person 
is  upright ;  and  he  stands  upon  two  feet  only,  the  soles 
whereof  are  so  small  in  proportion  to  his  bulk  and  size, 
that  it  seems  supernatural  how  he  can  with  such  ease 
and  beauty  of  motion  support  himself  on  so  narrow  a 
foundation  :  his  air  is  majestic,  and  his  presence  noble  : 
he  hath  command   by  the  very  glance  of  his  counte- 
nance over  all  the  other  animals  of  that  Island ;  and 
his  eye  beameth  with  intelligence.     He  consists  of  two 
separate  and  distinct  creations,  namely,  that  outward 
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and  visible  forai  which  is  perceptible  to  your  senses,  \ 
and  another  distinct  and  invisible  creation  which  i* 
withhi  him,  and  of  the  nature  of  which,  he  is,  himself^ 
altogether  ignorant.  The  outward,  or  as  we  naay  term 
it>  substantive  form,  M^iich  may  be  seen,  felt,  heard, 
and  understood,  is  called  his  body  and  is  of  a  fragile 
and  perishable,  though  inimitable  texture.  The  unsub- 
stantial creation  within  him,  which  cannot  be  s^een,  felt, 
heard,  nor  understood,  is  called  the  "  spark,"  the  nearest 
word  to  which  in  our  language,  in  soul  j  and  thi» 
spark  is  invisible,  uiisubstantial,  undying,  and  incom- 
prehensible. A  few  of  the  inhabitants  hold,  that  the 
spark  is  extinguishuble  with  the  corporeal  substance, 
but  the  bulk  of  the  people  are  of  the  contrary  opinion. 
Those  who  on  the  general  principle  of  the  undying 
nature  of  the  spark  agree,  differ  exceedingly  as  to  its 
future  abodes  when  separated  from  the  gross  substance ;} 
one  part  of  the  Islanders  maintaining  that  it  hath  no 
chance  but  of  two  abodes  hereafter,  the  one  extremely 
miserable,  and  the  other  extremely  blissful.  The  pre- 
ponderating proportion  of  the  inhabitants  believe  that, 
in  addition  to  these  two  abodes,  there  is  a  third,  or 
resting  place,  where  such  as  do  not  deserve  the  one  or 
merit  the  other,  may  be  prepared  by  a  process  as  yet 
unknown,  for  future  beatitude.  But  what  makes  the 
strangest  peculiarity  in  the  characters  of  these  people 
is,  that  while  the  whole  Island,  for  centuries,  has  beea 
in  a  state  of  civil  war  about  these  abstract  and  meta- 
physical doctrines  upon  points  beyond  human  ken, 
(anxi  concerning  which  the  one  has  no  more  right  to 
controul  or  influence  the  other,  than  a  cobbler  would 
have  who  should  tell  a  blacksmith  that  he  must  and 
should  put  on  his  horse-shoes  better  with  a  wax-end 
than  he  could  with  horse-nails,)  they  would  not,  at  the 
vm^e  time,  take  the  least  pains  to  put  their  heads  to- 
gether and  consult  about  any  general  plan  for  the  good 
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or  support  of  the  more  tangible  and  visible  parts,  their 
bodies ;  as  if,  that  which  is  invisible  and  incompre- 
hensible admitted  of  more  dictatorial  dogmas  than  that 
which  is  substantial,  and  could  be  grappled  with  like 
the  nose  on  your  face.  But  the  most  laughable  of  all 
their  customs  is  a  compulsion,  by  which,  fifteen-Rix- 
teenths  of  the  Islanders  are  obliged  to  yield  up  a 
tenth  part  of  all  they  are  worth  in  the  world  to  enable 
the  odd  sixteenth  to  hold  fast  and  keep  to  the  opposing 
opinion  it  maintains  against  them,  and  about  which  all 
their  contentions  arise  !  No  other  country,  but  oiie 
famous  all  over  the  world  for  laughable  blunders,  could 
be  entitled  to  the  enjoyment  of  such  a  rich  blunder  as 
this.  The  way  in  which  it  originated  was  by  the 
former  Papas  of  the  Island,  in  their  idiocity  and  weak- 
ness, allowing  the  Magician  Vampires  to  get  into  pos- 
session of  an  Ascendency  which  nothing  short  of  a  de- 
termined convulsion  could  now  get  rid  of.  These  Magi- 
cians dwell  greatly  upon  an  old  code  of  laws,  (which  some 
suppose  to  have  been  long  since  superceded  by  a  new  dis- 
pensation teaching  that  a  man  should  not  put  on  his 
duty  towards  his  Creator  once  a  M'eek  as  he  would  his 
Sunday  suit,  but  that  he  should  be  found  as  faithful  and 
just  every  day  as  on  a  particular  day,)  nay,  they  pretend 
that  all  the  laws  and  the  prophets  hang  out  of  this  code  of 
laws,  (for  it  is  particularly  favorable  to  their  own  ag- 
grandisement and  scheming,)  which  says,  "  six  days  shalt 
thou  labour" — (that  is,  labour  under  us  while  we  go 
among  you  in  the  capacity  of  vampires  sucking  from 
you  the  tenth  of  that  labour,)  and  "  the  seventh  thou 
shalt  rest :"  (that  is,  come  to  a  place  wliere  we  may  lec- 
ture you  into  submission  to  our  blood-sucking  ascend- 
ency ;)  however,  to  show  how  clearly  their  practices 
are  detected,  very  few  throughout  the  Island  go  near 
these  vampire*  of  ascendency  on  the  seventh  day,  being 
disgusted  witli  their  hypocrisy;  foF  the  natives  suffer 
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too  much  during-  the  other  six,  by  their  sucking  pro- 
pensities and  practices-,  to  have  any  love  or  liking  for 
their  invitations  on  the  seventh. 

It  is  a  pity  that  our  limited  space  here  warns  us  tO' 
conclude  this  little  notice  of  these  interesting  Islanders, 
for  we  have  much  to  say  about  the  peculiarities  of  their 
circumstances  j  however,  for  the  present  we  must  rest 
satisfied  with  this  specimen  of  a  narrative  which  we 
contemplate  giving  at  a  future  day.  In  order  to  fur- 
nish hints  for  a  just  idea  of  the  genius  of  the  people^ 
it  may  not  be  amiss  to  subjoin  a  real  dialogue  which 
lately  took  place  in  the  Island  between  a  "  Magician" 
and  a  "  Native,"  two  words  which  we  have  translated 
into  "  Magisterial  Divine,  and  Baker :"  we  have  also 
endeavoured  to  make  the  idioms  of  their  language  in-i 
telligible  by  familiar  expressions  in  our  own  :  for  in-: 
stance,  tlieir  w^ord,  "  food  Jit  for  human  beings,"  we 
translate  "  bread,"  "  holy-day"  we  translate  "  sabbath/*)^ 
"  instrument"  we  translate  "  police,"  &c.  &c. 

TRANSLATION. 

fScENE  :  An  "  instrument"  room  :  a  diminutive  dark-looking 
Magician  domineering  over  three  or  Jour  beefy-looking' 
fellow-dictators,  all  looking  as  proud  and  exclusive  as  the. 
chosen  few,  the  elect ;  to  them  enters  a  robust  mallet- 
headed  customer  with  a  white  apron  before  him,  one  comer 
of  which  is  tucked  under  his  apron-string,  and  he  holds  a 
pasty-looking  caubeen  with  great  nonchalance  under  his. 
arm  :] 

Magician- divine — {Quite  snappish  and  short) — ^Wha, 
are  you  ? 

Rough-cuntomer — I  am  a  man,  why  then. 

Magician-divine — I  mean  what  are  you,  and  what  do 
you  want  ? 

Rough-customer — I  am  a  baker,  and  I  want  even-., 
handed  jistace,  af  that  same  bay-n't  too  scarce. 

Magician-divine — Who  has  injured  you  ? 
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Rough-custorner — The  Peelers,  achwidth. — [Leeri/ig 
with  a  laughing  devil  in  the  corner  of  his  blue  et/e.] 

Magician-divi7ie — Come  to  the  point,  Sir,  and  say 
what  has  occured  between  you  and  them  ? 

Rough-customer — Och,  not  a  ha-pirth  bud  what  tl>e 
likes  ov  uz  often  get  from  their  bethers,  an  that's 
plenty  of  no  fair  play  at  all;  they  tormint  the  life  out 
iv  me  for  doin  what  others  do,  without  as  much  as 
being  sneezed  at. 

Magician-divine  [^wevishly] — What  is  it.  Sir  ? 

Rough-customer — Why  thin  introth  an  I'll  tell  you 
all  about  it  in  a  pair  of  minits,  af  you  let  me  take  my 
own  courses.  I  want  to  know  from  your  worships  af 
the  Pileece  may  hinther  me  from  sellin  bread  iv  a 
Sunday  ? 

Magician  divine  [with  energy] — Indeed  and  they 
may  and  shall :  and  with  the  blessing  of  God  they  must 
put  down  all  profanation  of  the  sabbath. 

Rough-cicsto7)ier — I  have  nothin  to  say  again  puttin 
down  profanation  iv  the  sabbath  ;  but  sellin  bread  is 
not  wickedness,  an  if  it  be  lawful  to  eat  bread  on  that 
day,  there  can  be  no  mischief  in  sellin  it  to  those  that 
Avant  it  to  eat. 

Magician-divine — There  is  this  difference,  that  your 
motive  for  selling  it  is  not  purely  to  feed  the  people 
who  buy  it,  but  to  make  money  for  yourself  out  of  the 
sale  of  it.  You  may  eat  as  much  bread  as  you  please, 
and  you  may  give  it  to  others  to  eat,  but  you  must 
not  profane  the  sabbath  by  making  out  your  livelihood 
from  what  you  do  on  that  sacred  day. 

Rough-customer-^W ell  aghra,  af  the  law  is  so,  we 
cant  help  id,  an  must  submit ;  bud  the  likes  ov  id  is'nt 
fair,  may  be. 

'  Magician-divine — How,  Sir  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  we 
are  not  here  to  question  the  justice  of  the  law,  but  to 
see  it  executed. 
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Rough- customer  [leaning  forward  in  a  conciliatory 
jwsture,  and  trying  to  hide  the  laughing  devil  in  the 
comer  of  his  eye.] — What  I  main,  plaise  your  honor,  is, 
does  the  same  law  fasten  every  body  as  well  as  mysel 
from  earnen  their  bread  iv  a  Sunday  ? 

Magician-divine  [a  good  deal  softened  at  the  sound  of 
"  plaise  your  honor"] — Unquestionably  it  does  ;  the  laws' 
are  no  respecters  of  persons :  every  one  who  turns  his 
exertions  on  that  day  into  a  source  of  profit  or  emolu- 
ment is  equally  guilty. 

Rough-customer  [aside] — How  he  hangs  himsel ! — 
Bud,  your  worship,  secon  case,  that  a  body  could'nt  get 
id  to  earn  any  other  day — or  suppose  a  poor  man  had 
a  horse  and  jauntin-car  by  which  he  c'ud  earn  as  much 
iv  a  Sunday  in  dhrawin  passengers  to  church,  as  wid 
keep  himself  an  his  chilther  in  victils  for  the  week,  an 
that  he  knows  he's  doin  a  good  work  in  bringin  them 
to  your  honor  and  to  God,  is  he  breakin  the  sabbath 
then? 

Magician-divine — Unquestionably  he  is  guilty,  be- 
cause it  is  not  for  the  good  work  of  drawing  people  to 
God  he  is  incited,  but  for  the   gain  he  has  by  so  doing. 

Rough-customer  [botving  as  he  retires] — ^Thank  your 
honor,  I'll  submit  to  the  law — [going.] 

Magician- divine — I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  amenable. 

Rough-customer  [suddenly  returning  from  the  door] — 
Might  I  be  so  bowld  as  to  ax  your  honor  anoder  ques- 
tion ? 

Magician-divine — Indeed  you  may,  twenty;  your 
submission  to  reason  and  justice  entitles  you  to  consi- 
deration. 

Rough-customer — Thank  your  honor.  I'm  bud  an 
ignorant  body  an  has  no  larnin,  an  may  be  I'd  say  what 
wudn't  be  janteel,  bud  id's  no  offence  I  main — All  the 
world  knows  your  honor  has  no  estate — an  mores  the 
pity  such  a  nice  jantleraan  wasn't  a  juke  or  an  er'l— 
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bud  has  your   worship  much  to  live  on  ? — [bashfuUtf 
aqueexi7ig  his  cauheen  at  this  boldfeeleri] 

Magician-divine — No  indeed  ;  I  have  no  inheritance  ; 
nothing  but  my  living  to  support  me,  and  you  know 
I  have  a  large  family. 

Roiigh-cmtotner — An  a  fine  one,  bless  the  purty  cra- 
thurs  1  could  your  honor  do  widdout  your  livin  at  all  at 
all  ?  [hesitatingly y  and  twisting  his  dhudeen  in  the  band 
of  the  cauheeii\. 

Magician-divine — That  I  could  not,  most  assuredly* 
How  should  I  and  my  family  exist  ? 

Rongh-customer-^Ohy  God  forbid  they  an  your  ho- 
nor shouldn't  have  lashins  an  lavins — bud  has  your 
honor  much  to  do  for  what  ye  get  ? 

Magician-divitie — I  have  all  the  duties  of  my  station 
to  perform  :  duties,  which  I  hope  I  fulfill  strictly  and 
conscientiously ;  and  these  duties  are  not  light.  I 
never  yet  missed  of  going  through  the  regular  routine 
of  the  Church  Service  as  set  down  for  me  in  print :  I 
preach  a  sermon  of  my  own  composition  which  I  have 
had  the  labour  of  Meriting  out  previously  from  some 
approved  book,  and  I  exercise  the  children  of  the  parish 
after  Church  in  the  Catechism  ;  so  that  I  know  of  no 
Clergyman  who  does  more  on  a  Sunday  than  I  do  to 
earn  the  trifle  I  get  by  my  living. 

Rough- customer — An  do  the  fellows  keep  clear  wid 
your  honor ;  do  they  pay  you  honestly  for  what  you  do 
for  'em  ? 

Magician-divine — I  acknowledge  that  they  do,  and  as 
far  as  that  goes  we  are  quits. 

Rough-customer  [hesitatingly  and  inquisitively^ — I'll 
be  bound  af  they  didn't,  your  honor  wudn't  be  such 
a  fool  as  to  give  them  your  value  for  nothin  ? 

Magician-divine — Certainly ;  they  could  not  expect  it. 

Rough-customer  \boldly,  and  throwing  off  all  dis- 
guise]— I  heerd  read  out  of  the  Bible  "  Out  of  thy  own 
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mouth  sltall  I  condemn  thee."  Your  Reverence  is  a 
worse  Sabbath -breaker  nor  I  am.  You  live  by  the 
wages  of  your  Sunday's  labour — so  good  morning  to 
your  Reverence — this  is  even-handed  justice  in  airnist? 
[going.] 

Magician-divine  [much  confounded  and  with  great 
passion] — Come  back,  Sir  !  come  back  till  I  explain. 

Rough-customer — No  occasion,  Sir — you  said  anuff 
about  it :  I  see  the  sort  of  justice  you  are  giving  me, 
I  must  only  pocket  it,  an  be  contint ;  bud  I  see  there 
are  others  in  the  world  as  bad  as  myself,  an  worse,  for  I 
only  make  a  trade  of  my  bread,  bud  they  make  their 
bread  out  iv  their  religion,  an  have  the  law  in  their  own 
hands  to  twisht  their  trade  what  way  they  like  for  their 
own  advantage — good  by — good  by — [exit,  whistling 
"  Over  the  hills  and  far  away."] 

[Here  endkth  the  second  LBssax.] 
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"SIMONY  HALL;" 

OR, 

STRANGE  DOINGS  IN  FOREIGN  PARTS. 

Translated  from  the  Language  of  the  Inhabitants  of  the  Green  Island. 


Monstro  TOluptatem  egregiam,  cui  nulla  theatra. 
Nulla  seqaare  queas.    Praetoris  pulpita  lauti. 

JuvBNAt,  Sat.  XIV. 
lucri  bonus  est  odor  ex  re 
Qu&libet. 

Ibid. 

Unde  habeas quserit  nemo;  sedoportet habere. 

Ibid. 

Quis  metus,  aut  pudor  est  unqaam  properaotis  avari ! 

Ibid. 

And  think  you,  Gentlemen,  this  merchandize. 
Which  ye,  yourselves,  say,  is  beyond  all  price. 
Will  sell  as  cheaply  as  a  penny  tnunp  i 
I  wot  you'll  find  no  slender  purse  can  buy 
A  stewardship  in  the  vineyard  (as  you  call  it) 
Where  ye  have  set  a  Gold  Calf  for  your  God  ! 
Gird  up  your  loins,  and  fill  your  pouches.  Sirs, 
And  hasten  to  the  Temple  of  the  Money-changers, 
Whew  you'll  find  a  "Curb  of  Souls"  to  purchase .' 

Jbw-vkn'Al's  Satirti. 
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OR, 


STRANGE  DOINGS  IN  FOREIGN  PARTS. 


¥ 


Scene:  An  AucxrON  Maut  in  the  "Green  Island."  [A 
business-like  Auctioneer  is  seen  mounted  in  a  second-hand 
Pulpit,  with  his  white  ivory  hammer  in  his  hand  ready  for 
action ;  his  Porter,  who  is  one  of  the  Natives,  sits  on  a  pur- 
j)le  kneeling-stool  at  the  door,  inviting  the  Bidders,  whereat 
a  posse  comitatus  of  black  looking  gentry  approach,  and 
skulk  in  with  money-bags  in  hand.] 


Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auction !  Step  in  to  the 
Auc ! 

Fii'st  Black  Gentleman  \ivhispering  in  the  Porter*s 
ear] — What's  selling  to-day  ?/ 

Porter — A  "  Cure  of  SoUls  !"  i^Iaise  your  Reve- 
rence, step  in  to  the  Auc ! 

First  Black  Gentleman — Will  it  go  high? 

Porter — Faiks,  I  dunna;  ids  a  mighty  nate  one,  an 
there's  haips  ov  greedy  luckin  gents  cum-min  up  the 
sthreete  wid  their  purses  in  their  fists.    Whisht !  by  the 

*  We  extract  from  Saunders's  Nevrspaper  of  some  day  in  Novemljer 
last,  the  following  advertisement :— - 

"MONEY. 
"  From  ^£'3000  to  ^5000  will  be  given  for  a  Presentation  to  a  Living.— Application, 
"  &c.  to  Anderson  and  Co.  Commercial  Buildings,  Dame-street,"  &c. 

Such  things  are  as  notorious  as  the  sun  at  noon  day!  for  the  Temple  is 
full  of  Money-changers. 
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powthers  here's  more  iv  them  whip't  round  the  corner 

a-top  ov  uz.     Step  into  the  Auc ! 

[Ali  the  black  Gents  rush  in  impatiently.'] 

Auctioneer — ^Welcome,  (iem-raen,  welcome  j  beauti- 
ful thing,  Gem-men,  a  perfect  gem  ;  the  very  by'ou  of  a 
Glbbe;  happy  to  see  you,  Gem-men,  manifest  this 
pleasing  alacrity  at  "  the  call,"  to 

Porter — ^^Step  in  to  the  Auc 1 

Auctioneer :  — to  show  your  country  and  your  God, 
that  in  the  sacred  duty  of  religion  you  are  ever  ready 
with  your  persons  and  your  purses,  to 

Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auc ! 

Auctioneer— rto  lay  down  both  for  the  ministry,  ^vbicb, 
please  Providence,  you  shall  have  the  full  heaefit  of 
hereafter.  In  £uch  a  sacred  character  as  you  profess 
every  man  should ^ 

Porter — S4;ep  into  the  Auc 

Auctieneer—rlay  aside  mercenary  motives  by  laying 
down  his  money-bags,  which  I  am  ready  to  rid  you  of, 
aruj  taVe  C;are  of  for  pipr.e  woj-ldly  purpose^ ;  it  ipijst  be 
pleasing  in  the  sight  of  the  Almighty,  to  see  you,  Gem- 
iB.ep,  -r-. — 

Porter — Step  in  to  the  Auc-^ : ! 

^iictiotieer — in.^pifesting  ypuf  ^n^jety  fpr  "  tij  j;  Cu^e 
OF  SouLs  !"  I  beg  pardop  for  dt^taining  yoij  go  Jpng, 
Gem-men,  from  t]he  pijatfier  in  h^n^j  tp  which  we  shall 
fprtl)w|th  pj-ocee.^,  T'^is  d^e.d.  Gem-men,  w^icji  I  hold 
in  jpy  Ijar^d,  i^  the  pre^ent^tipn  to  ai,l  jaj^T  A«n  thp?^ 
the  splendid  i^ibssuage  and  teu ewbjjt,  with  righli  of 
COPYHOLD  for  life,  called  "  Simony  Hall,  situate  lying 
and  being,  Gem-papn,  in  a  fine  sporting  country ;  —  i- 

Young  Black  Gent. — [rubbing  his  Reverend  hands  with 
great  glee] — Excellentissime  !  Fox-hounds  or  harriers  ? 

Auctioneerrr— there  are  two  Clubs  attached  to  t|iesg 
hounds,  Gemmen,  comprising  many  of  the  Nol?ility 
and  rich  Commoners  of  rank,  who  bleed  well  at  the 
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ie-a-taWe?,  give  magaliicent  supper*',  auti  push  claret 
about  as  plentifully  as  small  beer  — — - 

Omnes  Black  Gents  {smacking  ihtnr  lips  and  patting 
their  Reverend  «iomac^] -^JExcellent,  eKceUent !  put  it 
up,  put  i*  up  ! 

Auctioneer-^Y^,  Gem-men,  aftd  tjbere  is  a  coppice- 
wppd  contiguous  t9  th*  glebe  lands,  wtere  woodcocks 
are  as  ple»ty  as  blackberries, 

Longshot  Black  Gents  [cocking  their  eye,  and  point- 
ing their  Jieverend  Jingers  in  imUMtion  of  a  sure  shotl-^— 
3Ang !  bang !  right  and  left :  drnvn  two,  by  Jove  1 

Auctioneer — Then,  Gem-men,  tliink  of  the  convivial 
pleasure  of  dining  out  almost  every  day  after  the  sports 
pf  the  field;  think  of  the  circulating  glass,  and  the 
game  of  whist,  the  loo  tables  and  the  pools  ! 

Old  Black  Gents  [putting  on  their  spectacles ,  and  pe- 
rusing the  deed  v^ith  great  mixiety] — There  is  no  with- 
standing this.    Five  hundred  pounds  bid  for  it ! 

Auctioneer — Patience,  Gem-men ;  I  have  not  yet  enu- 
merated all  the  beauties,  convemences,  and  advantages 
belonging  to  "  Simony  Hall."  I  have  not  even  men- 
tioned its  income,  how  paid,  the  duties  required,  nor  in 
short  a  tithe  of  its  perfections. 

[Here,  at  the  sound  of  the  word  tithk  »U  the  Black 
Gents  gloat  upon  the  dv^d  as  if  they  would  devour 
it  out  of  pure  affection?^ 

Stout  Black  Gent — A  thousand  pound  for  the  deed ! 

^Mc^tfWi^^— Patience,  Gem-men,  I'm  in  no  hurry. 
Now,  Gem-men,  first  as  to  the  income  of  "  Simony 
Hall,"  I  am  sure  it  will  increase  your  zeal  in  your  sa- 
cred "  calling,"  when  I  announce  to  you  that  it  is  clear 
fifteen  hundred  a  year ! 

Omnes  Black  Gents  [screaming  out  with  a  confusion 
of  tongues  equal  to  the  chit-chat  iti  the  tower  of  Babel.} — 
Two  thousand :  two  thousand  guineas  !  two  thousand 
five  hundred  !  two  thousand  seven  hundred. 
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Auctioneer — Patience,  Gem-men,  patience  I  beseech 
ye ;  do,  worthy  Sirs,  curb  your  z£AL  in  the  good  cause 
for  a  few  moments  longer. 

[He7'e  all  the  Black  Gents,  although  patiting  and' 
almost  out  (]f  breath  ivith  impatient  zeal,  tiy  to  sit 
doivn  and  curb  their  love  of  their  ijod.'\ 

Auctioneer — You  see,  Gem-men,  this  is  the  average 
income  which  is  gathered  off  the  laborious  industry  of 
the  poor,  who  in  consequence  of  it  and  other  exactions, 
cannot  afford  themselves  a  grain  of  salt  to  iheh'  poreens  ; 
but.  Gem-men,  that  is  so  much  the  better;  it  places 
a  greater  chasm  between  the  low  rascals  and  yourselves 
who  are  accustomed  to  ease,  luxury,  and  an  exclusive 
and  dignified  demeanour.  Besides,  Gem-men,  it  is  not 
your  own  flocks  you  injure  by  these  exactions  and  this 
tax  on  industry ;  it  is  in  the  main,  the  flocks  of  other 
pastors,  which  flocks  being  so  stubborn  and  stiff-necked 
as  not  to  listen  to  your  honeyed  words  and  profit  by 
your  disinterested  practices  !  deserve  richly  to  receive 
such  chastisement  at  your  hands,  as  they  do. 

Omnes  Black  Gents — Yes !  the  blind  and  benighted 
slaves,  they  do  ! 

Auctioneer — Then,  Gem-men,  as  to  the  duties  re- 
quired of  you  in  this  "  Cure  of  Souls,"  they  are,  in 
truth,  not  worth  mentioning.  I  assure  you.  Gem-men, 
for  two  or  three  centuries  there  has  not,  at  any  one 
time,  been  seen  more  than  ten  parishioners'  souls  to  be 
cured  by  the  Incumbrance — I  beg  pardon,  Gem-men, 
the  Incumbent,  I  mean — of  "  Simony  Hall."  Most 
of  your  time  may  be  occupied.  Gem- men,  in  fox-hunting 
and  fornication,  gambling  and  horse-jockeying,  ca- 
rousing and  punishing  the  natives.  Yes,  Gem-men,  if 
you  can  get  some  half-pay  relative  appointed  J.  P.  in 
your  neighbourhood,  you  may  cite  the  whole  district- 
before  him,  and  right  or  wrong,  be  S7ii'e  of  your  cause.* 
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Omnes  Black  Gents — Oh  what  a  paradise  "  Simony 
Hall"  must  be  ! 

Auctioneer — Now,  Gem-men,  having  enumerated  only, 
about  a  tithe  of  the  perfections  of  "  Simony  Hall,"  I 
am  ready  to  go  on  with  the  bidding. 

First  Black  Gent — Three  thousand  ! 

Second  Black  Gent — Three  thousand  guineas  ! 

Auctioneer — Three  thousand  guineas,  Gem-men,  is 
the  bidding  for  this  beautiful  "  Cure  of  Souls" — not 
half  its  value,  Gem-men — going,  Gem-men,  going— - 

Third  Black  Gent — Three-five  ! 

Auctioneer — Three-five,  is  the  bidding.  Gem-men  \ 
three-five — any  more  bidders  after  three-five  :  a  "  Curb 
OF  Souls""  going  dog  cheap,  Gem -men. 

Fourth  Black  Gent — Four  thousand  ! 

Auctioneer — Four  thousand  bid.  Gem-men ;  fifteen 
hundred  a  year  going  for  less  than  three  years'  pur- 
chase ! 

Fifth  Black  Gent — Four  thousand  five  hundred  ! 

Auctioneer — Four-five,  Gem-men ;  any  more  after 
four-five?  Going,  Gem-men,  at  four-five;  going,  going — 

[Here  a  Parish  Clerk  leads  in  a  paraleiic  old  Black 
Gent.  2vho  is  blind  and  a  cripjjle,  but  the  Clerk  bears 
aloft  a  great  money  bag  and  roars  out  Jive  thou- 
sand .'] 

Auctioneer — Five  thousand  bid.  Gem-men  ;  any  more, 
any  more.  Gem-men ;  going,  going,  going ;  no  more, 
Gem-men  ;  gone  !   [Knocked  doivn  to  the  blind  crippW] . 

Auctioneer  [aside  to  the  other  Black  Gents,  who  rise 
from  their  seats  in  great  dejection] — Never  mind.  Gem- 
men,  will  have  more  chances;  don't  fret  for  what's 
lost — let  the  blind  lead  the  blind. — [Winking  hard  to  the 
old  cripple] . 

Parish  Clerk — Here's  the  money  [laying  down  five 
thousand] . 

Auctioneer — Very  well — you'll  be  able,  Mr.  Clerk,  to 
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prove  cfeat  it  was  you  bought  this  Cure  of  Soiils,  and 
of  course  you  may  bestow  it  on  your  master ;  you  WiH 
ailso  swear  he  did  not  see  the  tf  ansaction,  or  know  any 
thing  of  it  ? 

Parish  Clerk — To  be  sure  I  will !  poor  old  Gent,  sure 
he  didn't  see  a  wink  these  twenty  years^  o;nd  hasn't 
had  an  ounce  of  knowledge  er  sense  since  the  la's! 
paraletic  stroke  he  got. 

j4uctioneer — ^Very  good,  very  g^od,  that's  all  legal-. 
this  is  the  way  we  arrange  these  matters.  Come  til¥  F 
get  the  deed  completed. 

\^Ea;eant  omnes.'} 


1 


THE 


TIT   BIT; 


OR, THE 

DELIGHTS  OF  A  TRANSMIGRATION  OF  SOULS. 


By  the  rood !  no  bowels  for  compassion 
Can  that  sensual  monster  have,  who  gorges 
On  th'  product  of  his  fellow-creatures'  toil 
Till  in  those  bowels  he  hath  left  no  room 
For  pure  etherial  pity.    Th'  charnel  house 
Within  him,  would  defile  chaste  Charity. 
And,  as  a  beast  he  lives,  so  will  he  die, 
His  last  word  envying  th'  brute's  enjoyments. 

The  Vampire  of  thk  Poor. 
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THE 


TIT    BIT. 


It  is  said  there  are  fat  Benefices  and  tit  bits  in  tiic 
Green  Island  j  but  the  following  account  given  by  a  re- 
cent writer,  an  A.  B.,  if  it  may  be  belie  veil,  proves  that 
there  are  greedy  lovers  of  those  good  things  there  too  : 

"  I  was  travelling,"  quoth  he,  "  through  the  interior, 
on  a  fine  summer's  day,  running'  over  in  my  '  mind's 
eye'  the  long  catalogue  of  Parsonages  and  Sees  which, 
in  my  native  country,  serve  like  light-houses  to  fix  the 
attention  and  incite  to  pious  pursuits  the  wandering 
steps  of  unbeneficed  Bachelors  of  Arts,  and  I  began  to 
sigh  for  the  gleaming  mitres  and  golden  sheen  of  my 
devotional  attachments  at  home,  when  I  .arrived  at  a 
neat  town  not  an  hundred  miles  from  the  metropolis  of 
the  Green  Island.  I  Mas  so  struck  with  the  pleasant 
appearance  of  this  town,  that  I  determined  to  sojourn 
within  its  walls  for  a  week  or  two,  for  the  purpose  of 
studying  the  genius  of  the  Islanders  with  satisfaction. 
I  procured  lodgings  in  the  house  of  one  Caleb  Quotem, 
a  Tonsurator,  Pulpit  Contradictor,  and  Session  Facto- 
tum. Here  I  was  in  the  very  dictionary  of  local  expla- 
nation, and  had  but  to  turn  over  a  page  of  Caleb's 
hobby  primer,  or  his  wife's  click-clack  '  reading-made- 
easy,'  to  obtain  all  the  information  I  could  possibly  re- 
quire. I  had,  for  the  first  two  or  three  days  of  my  abode 
there,  noticed  a  great  bloated  porpoise  of  a  creature  oc- 
casionally passing  my  windows.     It  looked  very  sleek, 
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was  dressed  in  black,  and  had  on  its  head  a  bhmt-cor- 
nered  hat  looped  at  the  sides.  '  What  in  the  name  of 
wonder/  quoth  I  to  Mrs.  Click-clack,  '  what  sort  of 
beast  is  that  which  I  have  seen  so  often  passing  my 
windows  ?'  *  That,'  quoth  she,  *  is  one  of  the  Beasts  of 
the  Revelations.'     She  might  as  well  have  been  talking- 

*  thirty-nine  articles  to  me'  for  any  sense  I  could  pick 
out  of  the  matter.  Indeed  she  was  sharp  enough  to 
see  at  a  glance  that  I  was  as  much  at  fault  as  if  she  had 
required  of  me  to  understand  by  intuition  the  '  Esta- 
blished' Homilies ;  for,  taking  a  pinch  of  snufF  as  she 
threw  back  her  head  and  pursed  up  her  mouth,  and 
then   clapping    her    elbows   a-kimbo,   she    exclaimed, 

*  Where,  silly  Bachelor  of  Arts,  did  you  come  from,  that 
you  do  not  know  the  Beasts  of  the  Revelations  by  their 
marks  ?'  *  Good  Madam,'  ejaculated  I  in  as  hypocritical 
a  tone  as  I  thought  suitable  to  the  occasion,  '  I  came 
from  the  blessed  Island  of  Saints,  where  the  righteous 
TASK  MASTERS  havc  sucli  fine  times  of  it,  that  they 
spend  their  time  devouring  beasts  instead  of  philoso- 
phising on  the  matter.'     *  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,*^  cried  she, 

*  what  you  imagine  to  be  a  great  porpoise  here  is  very 
much  of  the  same  species — he  is  one  of  the  Magicians 
of  the  Island,  and  besides  is  a  sovereign  amongst  us, 
that  is,  of  our  town.*  '  Tell  me  I  beseech  you,  dear 
Madam,'  quoth  I,  '  what  are  the  creature's  habits,  &c.  . 
&c.  &c.  ?'  Here  the  good  dame  sat  doMii  in  her  arm  t 
chair,  and  laying  the  fore-finger  of  her  right  hand  on 
my  arm  as  I  seated  myself  beside  her,  she  began  her 
singular  account  of  this  very  capacious  porpoise  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  This  person  you  call  a  porpoise.  Sir,  is  no  less  a    ■ 
personage  than  his  Worshipful  Reverence  the  Mayor  of 
the  Town  and  head  Magician  of  the  Parish.     The  reason 
why  he  appears  so  overgrown  and  bloated  is,  because 
he  is  an  animal  whose  stomach  is  almost  as  vast  and 
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insatiable  as  bottomless  shiggeeliag/t,  yet  he  contrives  to 
fill  it  by  his  unceasing  assiduity.     Take  an  instance  of 
one  day's  feeding.     His  Reverence  gets  up  to  begin  the 
destruction  of  this  world's  temptations,  the  good  things^ 
at  six  o'clock   in  the    morning.     On   rising   from   his 
knees,    upon   which   he    had    been    supplicating   the 
Deities  of  the  Comueojna,  he  orders    the  cook   to   put 
down  a  pot  of  potatoes  and  to  call   him  in  as  soon   as 
they  shall  have  been  boiled.     The  maid  does  as  she  is 
desired,  and   in   half  an  hour  summons  the  master  to 
the  kitchen  fire  where  she  has  a  couple  of  stools  placed, 
upon  one  of  which  a  neat  white  najjkin  is  spread  sur- 
mounted by  a  lai-gG  wooden  bowl  full  of  smoaking  po- 
tatoes, laughing  almost  out  of  their  skins  in  his  wor- 
ship's face.     A  capacious  basin  of  butter-milk  stands 
quiescent  on  the  same  stooL     His  Reverence  sits  down 
with  a  grave  and  becoming   air   on   the  second   stool, 
tucks  up  his  sleeves,  and  pays  his  respects  so  ardently 
to  the  tempting  fare  tha,t  in  five  minutes    the  murphies 
are  stripped  of  their  coats,  and  the  little  laughing  ba- 
bies at   the  bottom  of  the  blue-service  basin   begin   to 
get   a  glimpse  of  the  neiv  light.      His   Reverence    at 
length  stands  up,  and  taking  his  blunt-cornered  hat  off' 
the  dresser,  remarks  very  sagaciou-sly,  patting  his  now 
unwrinkled  vest,  that  '  it  is  an  excellent  thing  to  lay 
in  a  substantial  foundation  for  keeping  the  wind  out  of 
the  stomach.'     He  then  steps  into  the  garden,  and  after 
a  few  turns  round  the  gravel  walks,  orders  his   pony, 
and  rides  round  the  corn  fields  of  the  parish  to  calcu- 
late his  growing  tenths ;  however,  he  takes  good  care 
to  be  back  by  eight  o'clock,  at  which  hour   the   hasty- 
pudding  or   stirabout   is  usually  ready  for  the  servants' 
breakfast.     *  Bring  me  a   dish  of  it   to   the  parlour,' 
cries  his  Reverence  to   the  cook  as  he  passes  through 
the  kitchen,  '  for  I  find  my  ride  has  given  me  an  ap- 
petite.'    The  maid  takes  down  the  sirloin- dish,  empties 
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hall'  the  contents  ot  the  stirabout  pot  on  it,  and  spread- 
ing a  napkin  on  the  tea-tray,  places  the  steaming  dish 
in  the  centre,  a  phite  of  butter  at  one  side  of  the  dish, 
a  bowl  of  cream  on  the  other,  and  follows  her  master 
up  to  the  parlour.  His  Reverence  without  loss  of  time 
applies  himself  \vith  great  industry  and  diligence  to 
the  clearing  away  of  all  obstacles  to  his  clear  view  of 
the  steeples  and  churches  that  adorn  the  bottom  of 
the  blue  dish — for  they  are  the  day  stars  of  his  idolatry — 
at  the  same  time  rescuing  from  drowning  the  little 
smiling  baby  so  nicely  pictured  in  the  bottom  of  the 
china  bowl.  When  all  is  clear,  he  rings  the  bell — 
Betty  appears : — ^  here  Betty,'  cries  his  Reverence, 
scarcely  able  to  speak  with  the  fatigue  of  his  labours, 
*  take  these  things  away  and  tell  that  poor  woman  and 
her  brats  outside  the  window,  that  there  is  nothing  left 
for  them.^ 

The  newspaper  arrives,  and  politics  feed  his  Worship's 
intellects  a  full  hour ;  but  a  newspaper  can't  last  for 
ever,  and  by  ten  o'clock  the  last  line  of  the  broad  sheet 
lias  been  read  and  digested  two  or  three  times  over 
when  the  mistress  makes  her  appearance,  salutes  his 
Reverence  with  a  dignified  toss  of  her  head,  and  rings 
the  bell  for  breakfast.  Every  thing  looks  comfortable 
and  neat ;  the  whole  family  soon  assemble ;  and  his 
Reverence  tucks  a  nai)kin  under  his  chin  for  a  fresh 
attack.  Presently,  Betty,  who  knows  her  master's  ca  ^ 
pacity  to  a  jT,  enters  and  places  before  him  a  couple  of 
rounds  of  buttered  toast,  a  soup-plate  full  of  eggs,  a 
cold  fowl,  and  anon,  his  daughter  hands  him  a  slop 
bowl  full  of  tea  by  way  of  a  refreshing  go-down.  As 
soon  as  these  are  discussed  his  Reverence  rises  from 
table,  remarking  that  '  a  cup  of  tea  is  a  refreshing  be- 
verage.* He  then  takes  his  hat  from  its  peg  in  the. 
hall,  orders  out  his  pony,  and  rides  oft'  very  leisurely  to. 
see  how  his  religious  farms  and  glebe-lands  go  on.  The. 
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house  remains  very  quiet  till  twelve  o'clock,  at  which 
hour  his  Reverence  returns,  roaring  out  like  a  famished 
lion  for  some  cold  meat :  the  maid  runs  up  stairs  with 
a  cold  shoulder  of  mutton,  and  heforc  she  could  have 
time  to  say  *  Jack  Robinson,'  his  Reverence  hands  her 
back  the  bones  stripped  of  their  very  grizzle.  *  Let  us 
have  dinner  at  four,'  cries  his  Reverence,  wiping  his 
mouth  with  the  napkin  and  looking  as  pleasant  as  a 
'  labourer  in  the  vineyard'  after  getting  a  presentation. 

One  day,  after  his  Reverend  Worship  had  gone  througli 
these  preliminary  preparations,  he  sat  himself  down  in 
Court  to  hear  and  decide  the  petty  quarrels  of  his  neigh- 
bours in  his  worshipful  capacity  of  J.  P.,  which  he  had 
nearly  all  dispatched  by  three  o'clock,  when  a  sudden 
rush  was  heard,  and  the  town- bailiff  forced  his  way  into 
his  Reverence's  presence,  bareheaded,  and  his  hair  *  like 
quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine,'  a  knife  and  fork 
reared  on  high  in  either  hand,  and  the  poor  fellow 
nearly  as  much  out  of  breath  as  if  he  had  escaped  from 
a  house  on  fire — '  Your  Worship!  your  Worship  !'  stam- 
mered out  the  little  town-bailiff — *  I  Avant  a  summons.' 

His  Reverend  Worship — For  whom  ?  [adding  in  a 
comjicissionate  tone]  did  you  lose  your  dinner  ? 

Town-Bailiff'— Oh  yes.  Oh  yes,  your  honor,  I  did.  Oh, 
I'm  sure  your  Worship  saw  the  beautiful  prize  veal  calf 
in  the  shambles  to  day  ? 

His  Reverend  Worship — See  it  !  to  be  sure  I  did,  and 
bought  a  glorious  loin  of  it  into  the  bargain. 

Town-Bailiff — Well,  your  Worship,  I  asked  a  friend 
to  dinner,  and  bought  a  fillet  of  the  veal :  Mary  had  it 
stuffed  and  roasted,  ready  dished  and  frothing  at  the 
fire — as  nice  and  brown  and  sweet  a  bit  as  ever  your 
honor  stuck  a  tooth  in. 

His  Reverend  Worship  [licking  his  lips'] — I'm  mon- 
strous fond  of  a  fillet  of  veal ! 

Town-Bailiff— It  was  laid  on  the   tripod  opposite  the 
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kitchen  fire,  and  we  were  all  sitting  at  table,  with  our 
knives  and  forks  in  our  hands  waiting  most  impatiently — 
when  Barney-a-puckawn's  dog  stole  into  the  kitchen 
and  whipped  away  the  beautiful  fillet  of  veal  body  and 
sleeves,  without  being  seen  by  any  body  till  out  of 
sight  with  it ! 

His  Reverend  Worship  [paftitig  his  stomach  ivith  both 
hands'] — Oh  !  oh  !  I  wish  I  was  the  dog  ! 

But  talk  of  a  certain  person  and  he's  sure  to  appear, 
for  the  moment  Mrs.  Click-clack  had  got  thus  far,  who 
should  pop  his  head  in  over  the  hatch  of  the  shopdoor, 
but   the   very  porpoise   she   had  been   describing — *  I 

want  to  be  shaved — can  you  do  it,  Mrs.  C ?'  quoth 

the  unwieldy  creature-^*  Indeed,  Sir,  she  can,'  quoth  I, 
rising,  and  bowing  as  I  retired,  *  she  has  been  shaving 
you  to  a  hair  for  the  last  half  hour  !' " 

[here  endetii  the  third  lesson.] 
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THE  SIAMESE  TWINS. 


[Bt/  the  Author  of  "  The  Devil's  Shooting  Excursion,"  and 
"  The  Fate  of  the  Frog."] 


Both  men  of  such  taste,  their  opinions  are  taken 
From  an  ortolsm  down  to  a  rather  of  bacon ! 

Anstey's  Bath  Gvidk. 


* 
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From  Siam,  late,  as  all  folk  know. 
There  came  a  very  monstrous  show ; 
Two  bodies  joined  in  one  were  seen. 
With  callous  ligature  between  : 
But  few  have  heard  the  sober  truth, — 
The  history  of  their  birth  and  youth. 

Their  sire  was  one  Harry  King, — 

A  sort  of  Siam  "  CapTxVin  Swing," — 

Who  ruled  the  land  with  great  eclat, 

By  means  of  what  is  called  "  club  laiv." 

With  th'  Parish  Priest  he  lived  in  strife, 

And  to  flout  him  sought  a  second  wife : — 

The  lady  did  not  relish  this, 

She'd  small  care  for  connubial  bliss  ; 

(At  least  such  bliss,  as  this  same  Harrv 

Prepared  for  dames  who  would  him  marry ;) 

But  said,  lest  he  might  too  much  pine 

*'  She'd  be  a  while  his  concubine  V 

He  was  a  hurley,  portly  fellow. 

And  she  a  Belle,  though  somewhat  yellow  : 

Her  maiden  name  was  Amor-Nummi  ; 

Though  by  it  how  indeed  she'd  come,  I 

Cannot  well  say. — Palm-itcb  they  name  her 

In  England. — Now  the  Lady  Seymour 

His  lawful  wife  was  at  this  crisis; — 

But  Avhat  care  Kings  for  vulgar  vices  ! — 


132  THE  SIAHKSE  TWINS. 

They  don't  indeed,  nof  does  it  matter  : — 

The  scandal  made  a  monst'roiis  clatter, 

And  in  due  time  produced  its  fruits  : — 

A  Prodigy  !  'mongst  men  or  brutes 

Ne'er  seen  before  :  together  tied. 

Twin  Babes  were  born  side  by  side. 

Who  could  not  part :  inseparable, 

Alike  they  fared  at  bed  or  table ; — 

They  laughed,  they  sighed,  they  wept  together  ; — 

Were  tickled  by  the  self  same  feather  ; 

Conceived  themselves  in  equal  danger 

From  awkward  friend  or  wicked  stranger ; 

* Monkswort  tea  they  swallowed  up 

(They  hated  Pajy,^)  from  the  same  cup  ; 

And  on  their  birth-day,  in  th'  afternoon. 

Supped  sop  from  th'  exact  same  wooden  spoon : 

Such  was  the  monst'rous  double  twin. 

Of  Palm-itch  born  and  Harry  King  ! 

Now  Harry  King,  though  heathen  Knight, 

Prepared  that  tragi-comic  rite. 

That  nurse-delighting  sort  of  thing. 

Which  Chnstians  call  a  christening  : 

To  aid  in  this  and  dub  the  babies, 

He  brought  the  Chief  Priest  of  th'  Ara!bies. 

A  doughty  dervish,  proud  and  pursy 

Ready,  if  vexed,  to  damn  and  curse  ye  ! 

Whose  thoughts  were  fixed  like  ^Mahom's  tomb 

Midway  twixt  earth  and  kingdom  come. 

•  Polyhymnia  aurata  gigans  (Lin.)  vulg.  Monkswort,  a  plant 
whose  essential  oil  was  very  much  sought  after  in  England  about  the 
year  1540,  for  restoring  toasted  cotistitutions. 

t  Melius  Pape. 

X  Mahomet's  Tomb  at  Mecca  in  Arabia,  is  suspended  in  the  air  at 
a  short  distance  from  the  earth. 
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"  Last  night/'  said  he,  ''  in  prayer  I  «pent, 
"  To  know  what  gracious  Heaven  meant 
"  In  sending  us  this  double  wonder, 
"  'Twere  sacrilege  to  cut  in  sunder. 
"  Their  names  writ  full  I  saw  in  vision, 
"  The  letters  in  juxta-position, — 

"  'TAvas  Ch CH  AND  St te,  I  do  assure  ye, 

"  I,  therefore,  solemnly  conjure  ye, 

"  Sir  Harhy,  though  the  thing's  a  monster, 

"  Not  to  let  t'other  from  the  one  stir ; 

"  And  thus  fulfil  the  word  of  Fate, 

"  Naming  this  Ch ch,  and  this  one  St tb. 

"  And  may  they  thrive,  grow  strait  and  tall, 
''  Like  double  chen'ies  on  a  wall ! 

"  Or  Avhen  Ch ch  chuckles,  St tb  to  him 

"  Cry,  *  Brother,  how  we  apples  swim  !' 

"  Doubtless  they  will,  for  at  first  sight 

'*  I  see  they've  got  good  appetite  ; 

"  And  can  as  well  already  suck^ 

li  j\s  *Vampire  Beetle,  or  The  Puck  !"t 

Thus  named  they  grew  up  side  by  side : 
It  fell  at  length,  their  sire  died ; 
And  they  were  left,  both  young  and  lusty. 
To  uncles,  aunts,  and  many  a  trustee. 
These  failed,  and  left  their  wards  to  go 
To  England  :  there  become  a  show, 
(Folks  say)  by  it  they're  making  wealth. 
The  clime  howe'er  don't  suit  their  health  : 


•  The  Vampire  Bat  or  Beetle  is  a  native  of  South  America,  and 
said  to  be  the  origin  of  that  singular  superstition  :  it  is  fond  of  sucking 
blood  from  the  veins  of  sleeping  persons. 

t  The  readers  of  Shakspeare  need  scarce  be  reminded  of  Puck's 
dexterity  at  the  wjj'MiVjg-  or  sticking  system.  His  feats  in  thai  way  &xe 
not  unknown  in  Ireland. 
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St — TE  of  a  qualni  (loth  niiicb  complain, 

And  n great  iveakness  o'er  his  reiny^ 

The  air  so  sharp  withal  and  keen, 

Has  touched  already  Ch — ch's  spleen  ; 

An  inward  ulcer's  apprehended. 

And  people  fear  it  can't  be  mended  : 

But  go: — You'll  see  them  linked  tt>gcther 

With  several  strange  tough  strings  of  leather ; 

{Or  parchment  rather) — platted  strong 

Into  one  rope  :  and  all  along 

This  curious  manifold  calf-skin  fetter, 

The  words  "  LofW  t  Law  !"  in  rubric  letter 

Are  printed  deep.     Astonished  vA  it. 

Should  you  demand  (you  foolish  fat-head  !) 

"  Youths  !  why  this  thick,  unmeiming  bond  ?- 

"  Why  don't  you  cut  it  and  be  free  ?" — 

They  answer,  "  Of  this  tie  we're  fond ; 

"  Besides  tis  Law,  as  you  may  see. 

"  No,  no  ; — good  Sir : — to  use  the  knife 

"  Would  quickly  leave  us  witliout  life ; 

"  So  we  will  kick  and  yell  and  bite 

**  At  any  who  will  dare  t'untie't  j 

**  And  if  we  fall,  we'll  fall  together 

**  With  our  dear  sacred  strap  of  leather !" 

Ah  !  youths,  I  fear  ye  must  prepare, 

For  there's  a  DocTOR,t  who  doth  swear, 

The  good  of  the  "  UNrTEi>  nation" 

Calls  loudly  for  this  operation. 

And  bless  my  soul !  but  here  he  comes  ! — 

Now  hapless  Twins,  go  "  suck  your  thumbsj" 

And  muster  every  sob  to  soften 

This  Doctor,  as  you've  done  so  often : — 


1 


*  A  friend  who  is  as  curiously  fastidious  about  spelling  as  Walter 
Savage  Landou  himself,  has  sujrgested  that  this  ought  to  he  sjiqU  reign. 
t  He  professes  also  to  bo  School-mastek. 
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I  fear  this  time  he'll  prove  hard  hearted, 
And  that  ye  must,  alas  !  be  jpai'ted. — 

At  this  the  Twins  wax  pale  auU  tremble, 

By  turns  weep,  laugh,  Xalk,  jway,  disseoiiUlc  : 

"  Come,"  saith  the  Doct4:>r,  "  dou't  be  dauaterJ, 

"  Nor  with  unmeaning  termors  bauuted  -, 

"  I  promise  you,  you'll  scarcely  feel 

"  This  pretty  little  toy  of  steel ; 

"  Why  hang  it,  there's  no  more  of  blood 

"  In  that  same  strap,  than  if  'twere  wood  !" 

"  Mercy  !  dear  Doctor ;"  St — te  replies, — 

"  Stop  !  or  we'll  fill  the  earth  with  cries  :" — 

'*  Ah  !  spare  :" — says  Ch — en  in  accents  hollow  : — 

"  I  say  no  drop  of  blood  shall  follow  :" 
Returns  the  Doctor,  "  Blood  and  thunder  ! 
"  Ye'U  be  much  better  cut  in  sunder : — 
"  Ye  won't  believe  ? — Ah  !  stubborn  brace, 
"  Must  I  then  tell  you  to  your  face 
"  Your  wretched  fate  ? — Ye  both  will  perish  : — 
"  That  paltry  strap  ye  so  much  cherish, 
"  Will  be  the  cause  :  that  gangrene  dread 
"  Which  lurks  in  Ch — ch's  spleen  will  spread, 
"  And  he  will  die ;  and  thou'lt  be  tied, 
"  St — TE,  to  his  stiff  dead  body's  side  ! 
"  I  need  not  add,  so  vile  a  load 
"  Will  soon  dispatch  you  the  same  road  : — 
"  But  if  /  cut  this  bad  connexion, 
"  Ch — CH  can  then  come  'neath  mi/  protection, 
"  And  happ'ly  by  good  use  of  knife, 
"  I  may  in  time  preserve  his  life  : 
'  ^  The  gangrene  root  by  root  may  sever, 
'  And  make  him  good  and  sound  as  ever !" 
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The  Twins  here  beg  for  a  long  day, 
To  think  on  what  they'd  heard  him  say ; 
And  he, — (a  most  good  natured  man  j 
Agrees  at  once  to  this  their  plan  : 
Willing  to  win  them  without  rout 
To  eke  their  own  salvation  out. — 

But  what  they  did  or  how  they  reckoned, 

You'll  find  in  "  Tii'  Horn  Book,"  Part  the  Secoiid. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


In  bringing  the  First  Part  of  the  Person's  Horn 
Book  to  a  close,  ive  seize  this  opportunity  of  requesting 
hints  and  information  from  our  readers  concerning  such 
abuses  in  the  Church,  whether  local  or  general,  as  ive 
vauy  with  propriety  introduce  in  Part  the  Second. 
Our  readers  will  perceive,  from  the  number  and  excellency 
of  the  plates  attached  to  ^/<f?  First  Part,  that  tve  give 
it  as  nearly  as  possible  at  first  cost :  it  will,  therefore, 
he  obvious,  that,  under  such  circumstances,  we  must  expect 
all  communications  to  be  post  jmid.  The  direction  of 
Letters  to  be  sent  us  through  the  Post-OJ/icc  should  be, 

The  Editors  of  the  Comet, 

10,  D'Olier- Street, 

Dublin, 


errata. 

tn  page  A,  note  E,  ninth  line  from  bottom,  for  "  ^f  100  annually,  per  soul,"  rend 
"  *"!  jO  annually,  per  soul." 
Pagfc  99,  last  line,  for  "  Exit  omnes,"  rend  "  E.iceunt  omnes." 
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Nos  numerus  sumus  et  fruges  consumere  nati. 

Horace. 

Here's  a  jolly  set  of  us, 
Well  feci  Parsots  I  ! 

Fube  Tean'slation. 


•  Quid  non  mortalia  pectora  cogis 


Auri  SACRA  fames  ? 

ViRCIl. 

Oh  !  "  SACRED  famine"  for  accursed  gold. 
How  hast  thou  cased  in  steel  the  human  breast 
Against  the  voice  of  Pit>'! 

Parson  M'Clin-tock's  I'ersion  of  the  JEneid,  puhUnhed  at 
"  Newtown-barry,"  June  IS,  1831,  price  £3  10.?.  .'.'.' 
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THE 


CHURCH  THAT  GOD  BUILT. 


Let  the  Pray'r-house  be  purged  from  the  tellers  of  gold, 
And  the  cooing  of  doves  yet  remaining  unsold, 
Unless  late  preferment  has  tempered  your  zeal 
To  that  prudence  which  bids  you  those  faults  to  conceal. 
To  your  fast  then,  ye  Clergy— the  Bishop  will  mourn 
For  the  sunshiny  days  which  will  never  return ; 
When  the  flesh  pots  of  Egypt  gave  each  man  his  fill. 
And  the  Church  was  no  more  thaxi— Hotel  de  Famille. 

Stray  Leap  from  a    isitation  Book, 
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CHURCH  THAT  GOD  BUILT. 


This  is  the  Church  that  God  built.(l) 


This  is  the  Food (2) 

That  fed  the  Cliurch  that  God  built. 


(1)  The  Heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  firmament  shenr- 
eth  his  handy  work. — Psalms  xix.  1. 

The  Lord  is  my  rock,  and  my  fortress,  and  ray  deliverer  :  my  God, 
my  strength,  in  whom  I  will  trust ;  my  buckler,  and  the  horn  of  my  sal- 
vation, atid  my  high  tower. — Idid.  xviii.  1. 

(2)  And  the  angel  which  I  saw  stand  upon  the  sea,  and  upon  the  earth, 
lifted  up  his  hand  to  Heaven.  And  lie  had  in  his  hand  a  little  book 
open  :  and  he  set  his  right  foot  upon  the  sea,  and  his  left  on  the  earth. 
And  I  took  the  little  book  out  of  the  angel's  hand,  and  ate  it  up  ;  and  it 
was  in  niy  nioulli  sweet  as  honey. — Rpvelntion  x.  5,  2,  10, 
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This  is  the  Thief  destroyed  the  Food,(3) 
That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Book (4) 

Exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Crew(5) 
Assailed  the  Book, 

(3)  The  Pastors  transgressed  against  me,  and  the  Prophets  prophesied 
by  Baal,  and  walked  after  things  that  do  not  profit.  As  a  cage  is  full  of 
birds,  so  is  their  houses  full  of  deceits  ;  therefore  they  are  become  great 
and  waxen  rich.  They  are  waxen  fat,  they  shine  ;  yea,  they  overpass 
the  DEEDS  of  the  WICKED. — Jeremiah  ii  &  v. 

(4)  And  they  covet  fields  and  take  them,  by  violence  ;  therefore^  thus 
saith  the  Lord  :  Behold,  against  this  family  do  I  devise  an  evil  from 
which  you  shall  not  remove  your  necks.  Neither  shall  ye  go  haughtily, 
for  the  time  is  evil.  IN  THAT  DAY  SHALL  ONE  TAKE  UP  A 
PARABLE  AGAINST  YOU  (! ! !)-  Mich.  ii. 

(•1)  There  is  a  voice  of  the  howlingof  theSHEPHERDS, /or  their  Ghovi\ 
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That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  huilt. 


This  is  the  Bull  (6) 

That  gored  the  Crew, 

That  assailed  the  Book, 

That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Club  (7) 
That  trained  the  Bull, 
That  gored  the  Crew, 
That  assailed  the  Book, 

is  spoiled.  A  voice  of  the  roaring  of  young  lions,  for  the  pride  of  Jordan 
is  spoiled.  Thus  saith'  the  Lord  my  God,  feed  the  flock  of  the  slaugh- 
ter;  whose  possessors  slay  them  and  hold  themselves  not  guilty,  and 
they  that  sell  them  say,  Blessed  be  the  7iame  o/  thehoRo,  for  I  am 
RICH.  (!  : !) — Zecheriah  xi. 

(6)  Ye  hare  plowed  wickedness  ;  ye  have  reaped  iniquity;  ye  have 
eaten  the  fruits  of  your  lies  :  because  thou  didst  trust  in  thy  way,  in  the 
multitude  of  thy  mighty  men.  Therefore  shall  a  tumult  arise  among  thy 
people,  and  all  thy  fortresses  shall  be  destroyed. — Hosea  x. 

(7)  Shall  not  all  these  take  up  A  PARABLE  against  him,  and  a 
taunting  Proverb  against  him,  and  say  to  him:  fVoe  to  him  that  in- 
oreaseth  thatvrnicn  is  not  his? — HabakfiukVi. 
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That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Work  (8) 

Provoked  the  Club, 

To  train  the  Bull, 

That  gored  the  Crew, 

That  assailed  the  Book, 

That  exposed  the  Thikf, 

Tliat  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Parson  all  shaven  and  shorn, (9) 
That  left  the  peasantry  tattered  and  torn. 


(8)  As  troops  of  robbers  wait  for  a  man,  so  the  company  of  Priest* 
murder  in  the  way  by  consent. — ffosea  vi. 

And  there  is  a  multitude  of  slain,  and  a  great  number  of  carcases  ;  and 
Iheir  is  none  end  of  their  corpses  ;  they  stumble  upon  their  corpses.— 
Nahum  iii. 

(9)  Why  dost  thou  shew  me  iniquity  and  cause  me  to  behold  griev- 
ance? for  spoiling  and  violence  are  before  me  :  and  there  are  that  raise 
up  strife  and  contention.  Therefore  the  law  is  slnc/cened,  Rnd  Judg- 
ment dnth  never  go  forth :  [as  at  Cvstlepollard  and  Nkwtown'- 
BARRv!]  for  the  wicked  doth  compass  about  the  righteous;  therefore 
wp.oNo  jioG.MrNT  PROrrEDETM . — /fafiaAAuA  i. 
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With  work  about  tithes  from  night  to  moriij 

And  provolced  the  Chib 

To  train  the  Bull, 

That  gored  the  Crew, 

That  assailed  the  Book, 

That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


/ 


This  is  poor  Pat  with  his  famous  Buckthorn (10) 

To  trounce  the  Parson  all  shaven  and  shorn. 

That  left  the  peasantry  tattered  and  torn. 

With  his  fighting  about  tithes  from  night  to  moru^ 

That  provoked  the  Club 

To  train  the  Bull, 

That  gored  the  Crew, 

That  assailed  the  Book, 

That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 


This  is  the  Farmer  with  a  plentitul  Barn,(ll) 
Maintaining  poor  Pat  and  his  famous  Buckthorn, 


(10)  And  I  will  restore  to  thee  the  years  that  the  locust  hath  eaten. — 
Joel  iii. 
(U)  Thou  shall  bring  forth  all  the  tithe  of  thine  intrease  the  »«me 
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For  trouncing  the  Parson  all  shaven  and  i^horn, 

That  left  the  peasantry  tattered  and  torn. 

With  his  fighting  about  tithes  from  night  to  morn. 

That  provoked  the  Club 

To  train  the  Bull, 

That  gored  the  Crew, 

That  assailed  the  Book, 

That  exposed  the  Thief, 

That  destroyed  the  Food, 

That  fed  the  Church  that  God  built. 

year,  and  shall  lay  it  up  within  thy  gates.  And  the  Levite,  and  tke 
stranger,  and  the  fatherless  and  theicidow  which  are  within  thy  gates, 
shall  come,  and  shall  eat  and  be  satisfied. — Dent.  xiv. 


THE 


PARABLE 


THE  TWENTY-TWO  MITRES, 


What  creeping  crawling  things  arc  these  whose  slime 
So  taints  this  Eden  with  its  filthy  traU, 
That  nought  may  flourish  where  it  tracks  their  way  ? 
Blace  Slugs,  they  are,  foul,  loathsome  to  the  sight. 
And  harmless  though  they  seem,  yet  most  repulsive  : 
But  in  the  dark  they  work — devouring  all 
That  Nature  yields  to  strew  the  path  of  life 
With  flowrets,  fruits,  and  loveliness  their  spoil. 

The  Rkptij-es  ofEpen,  an  unpublished  Poem, 


THE 


PARABLE 


THE  TWENTY-TWO  MITRES. 


1,  2,  3,  Ayi  Emerald  is  set  in  the  Sea  by  the  Lord  God,  but 
the  wickedness  of  man  destroyeth  its  lustre.  4,  5, 6,  The 
Island  is  infested  with  Locusts  and  Black  Slugs,  and  the 
people  perish  of  hunger.  7,  8,  9,  The  Lord  moved  to  com- 
passion sendeth  a  Schoolmaster  abroad,  who  adviseth  the 
multitude.  10,  11,  12,  The  Schoolmaster  converseth  with 
the  multitude.  13,  14,  15,  16,  Sendeth  them  for  a  Basket 
of  Mitres.  17,  18,  19,  20,  21,  22,  Feedeth  them  with  the 
Basket  of  Mitres.  Their  gratitude  to  God  is  more  accept- 
able than  the  hypocrisyjof  the  Black  Slugs. 

1.  There  was  a  certain  Island  in  the  broad  sea  with 
its  back  turned  to  Britain  and  its  face  to  the  west;  and 
it  was  a  pleasant  land,  set  like  an  emerald  in  the  ocean, 
and  very  beautiful  to  look  upon  : 

2.  It  was  a  land  which  the  Lord  had  favoured  in  the 
creation  of  all  things ;  and  had  set  apart  as  a  gem  n 
the  diadem  of  Christendom. 

3.  But  behold !  his  creature  man,  to  whom  he  had 
committed  the  stewardship  of  that  Island,  became  way- 
ward and  perverse,  and  would  not  suffer  it  to  remain 
the  Paradise  that  God  had  made  it. 

4.  And  the  whole  Island  became  overrun  witl>  locusts 
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and  Black  Slugs,  which  devoured  up  all  the  produce 
thereof,  and  left  the  Poor,  destitute,  naked,  and  famish- 
ing, 

5.  And  the  poor  cried  with  a  loud  voice,  saying, 
"  Lord  !  we  perish  !" 

6.  Now  the  Lord  heard  the  cries  of  the  Poor,  and 
his  wrath  waxed  fierce  against  the  Locusts  and  Black 
Slugs  of  that  Island. 

7.  And  he  inspired  the  Poor  with  knowledge,  and 
sent  a  "  Schoolmaster  abroad,"  to  instruct  them  in  the 
wisdom  of  their  strength. 

8.  And  the  "  Schoolniaster"  called  the  multitude  to- 
gether, and  took  them  up  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  and  said 
unto  them  : 

9.  "  Look  ye  out  upon  the  land  which  the  Lord  God 
hath  created  for  you,  and  is  it  not  a  land  flowing  with 
milk  and  honey,  wherein  the  fruits  of  the  earth  .yield 
abundance — yea,  sufficient  for  the  inhabitants  of  other 
countries  besides  its  own, — and  wherefore  do  ye  mur- 
mur ?" 

10.  And  they  answering  said,  "  We  are  but  the  la- 
bourers in  the  land,  and  when  we  have  produced  the 
fruits  of  the  earth,  lo  !  the  Locusts  and  the  Black 
Slugs  devour  them  all,  and  we  perish  from  hunger." 

11.  And  the  "  Schoolmaster"  said  unto  them,  "  Fools  1 
know  ye  not  that  the  master  must  feed  his  ox,  and  that 
the  Locust  should  not  eat  till  ye  are  fed  ?  Know  ye  not 
also  that  the  Black  Slugs  were  only  permitted  by  God 
to  claim  for  their  own  use  a  third  of  the  gleanings  of 
the  harvest,  and  commanded  to  distribute  the  remain- 
ing two-thirds  to  the  maimed,  the  destitute,  the  widow, 
the  orphan,  and  the  blind  ?" 

12.  And  they  answering  said,  "Lo!  these  things 
they  have  not  done,  and  behold  we  perish  !" 

13.  Now  the  "  Schoolmaster"  was  wrath  with  the 
Black  Slugs  when  he  had  heard  these  words,  and  he 
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Sift  up  his  voice  and  said,  "As  the  Lord  liveth,  those 
Black  Slugs  shall  repent  of  their  iniquities." 

14.  And  he  commanded  the  multitude  saying,  "  Go 
forth  and  let  no  man  stay  you,  and  seek  out  the  gaudy 
snail  shells  of  those  Black  Slugs,  and  bring  unto  me 
the  twenty  and  two  mitres  that  thou  wilt  find  therein  1" 

15.  And  they  answering  said,  "  What  will  twenty- 
and-two  mitres  be  among  so  many  ?  lo  !  they  will  only 
fit  twenty-and-two  of  our  heads  !" 

16.  But  he  reproved  them  sharply,  saying,  "  Fools, 
see  ye  not  that  the  evil  would  remain  if  you  were  to 
wear  the  mitres,  and  that  your  hunger  would  not  be 
abated  ?  bring  them  to  me,  straightway,  and  I  will 
teach  thee  to  dispose  of  them." 

17.  And  the  multitude  departed  and  sought  out  the 
snail  shells  of  the  Black  Slugs,  and  took  thereout  the 
twenty-and-two  mitres,  and  brought  them  in  a  basket 
to  the  hill  side. 

18.  And  the  "  Schoolmaster  who  was  abroad,"  seeing 
the  incredulity  of  the  multitude,  took  the  basket  aside, 
and  having  counted  the  number  who  were  famishing 
from  hunger,  he  found  they  were  three  thousand  thou- 
sand souls,  and  that  there  were  but  twenty-and-two 
mitres  to  feed  t\em  all. 

19.  And  he  took  the  mitres  and  opened  them,  and  be- 
hold !  he  found  that  they  were  more  than  sufficient  to 
maintain  the  whole  multitude,  and  he  rejoiced  exceed- 
ingly. 

20.  And  he  said  unto  the  multitude,  "  The  Lord  hath 
been  good  unto  his  servant,  and  hath  enabled  him,  out 
of  these  mitres,  to  produce  food  and  raiment  for  ye  all, 
to-the  end  of  your  lives. 

21.  "  And  lo  !  these  twenty-and-two  mitres  are  turned 
into  three  thousand  thousand  acres  of  land  flowing  with 
milk  and  honey,  and  abounding  in  the  fruits  of  the 
earth. 
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22.  "  And  each  of  ye  may  take  an  acre  thereof,  and 
the  produce  of  the  same ;  and  may  henceforward  live 
without  fear  of  famishing,  and  go  to  rest  under  the 
shade  of  your  own  fruit  tree ;  for  the  Lord  hath  been 
good  unto  his  servant,  and  hath  permitted  him  to  dis- 
tribute those  things." 

23.  And  the  multitude  rejoiced,  and  returned  thanks 
unto  God  in  hymns  of  thanksgiving  and  praise,  which 
rose  in  incense  to  Heaven  more  grateful  to  the  Lord 
than  all  the  hypocrisy  of  the  Black  Slugs  from  the 
beginning  of  the  world  to  the  present  day. 


PADDY  AND  THE  BISHOP: 


ECCLESIASTICAL  PASTORAL. 


Rex  Anius,  rex  idem  hominum  ******  que  sacardos. 


Quem  sequimur  ?  qu6vc  ire  jubes  i  ubi  ponere  sedes  i 

Virgil,  JEnetd  iii.  (0  &  08, 

"  Right  Rev.  Sires  in  God"   whose  lives  display 
A  generous  pity  for  the  suffering  poor. 
That  shews  the  blest  eflfects  of  "  Church  and  State," 
What  shall  the  peasant  do  >  and  whither  go, 
Driven  from  his  little  farm  to  pay  j/our  tithes  r 

Free  Trantlation  by  CaptainQordon, 


f 
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PADDY  AND  THE  BISHOP  : 


ECCLESIASTICAL   PASTORAL. 


Imitated  from  the  First  Eclogue  of  Virgil. 


SCENE. 

A  Law-established  *'■  Successor  of  the  Apostles'^  and  his 
beautiful  Spouse  seated  to  enjoy  the  cool  of  the  evening 
in  a  splendid  apartment ,  the  large  glass  folding-doors  of 
which  displaying  a  most  extensive  and  delightful  prospect  of 
sea  and  land,  are  opened  to  admit  the  '^  fanning  breezes" 
for  the  refreshment  of  the  Holy  Pair.  A  table  profusely 
furnished  with  various  meats,  liqueures,  wines  and  fruits,  is 
laid  before  his  sanctified  Lordship  and  his  "  better  half  T 
on  which  is  also  placed  a  large  money-bag,  containing  a 
renewal  fine  of  ten  thousand  pounds.  Near  the  table 
stands,  in  the  person  of  Paddy,  a  lamentable  sample  of  the 
misery  to  which  the  Irish  peasantry  are  reduced  by  their 
parliamentary  priesthood  and  absentee  aristocracy.  At  a 
distance  a  number  of  peelers  and  yeomanry  are  observed 
seizing  for  tithe  the  cattle  of  the  poor  in  spite  of  the 
lamentations  of  their  owners,  and  in  some  places  reli- 
giously bulleting,  bayoneting,  sabreing,  and  riding  over 
crowds  of  men,  women  and  children,  by  way  of  teaching 
them  to  submit  with  christian  piety  and  resignation  to  the 
legal  demands  of  "  Holy  Church.^'  Finally,  several  weep- 
ing families  of  half-naked  Papists  are    seen    in   another 
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direction,  adopting  the  only  effectual  method  of  escaping 
from  the  insatiable  exactions  of  ghostly  avarice,  by  emi- 
grating from  their  native  land. 

PADDY. (1) 

WiiiLK  you,  my  Lord,  partake  of  sumptuous  fare. 

And  roll  your  body  in  an  easy  chair ; 

PuiF  the  swoU'n  cheek,  imbibe  the  rosy  wine. 

In  all  the  luxury  of  a  sound  Divine ; 

Groan  with  distention  of  th'  oerloaded  tripes. 

And  dread  no  enemy  except  the  gripes; (2) 

Gorge  on  a  rich  satiety  of  beef. 

And  hope  the  heaven  of  the  repentant  thief : 

My  little  cabbage  garden  I  must  leave,  (3) 

While  you  the  tenth  of  all  that's  there  receive. 

/  quit  my  cabin — you,  around  your  hearth. 

Hear  the  loud  echoes  from  the  voice  of  mirth  5 

While  tender  dalliance  oft  the  hour  employs. 

As  Amaryllis  soothes  with  syren  joys.(4) 

NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

(1)  As  some  snarling  Church-critic  may  ask  "What  probability  is 
there  that  a  common  Irish  labourer  could  speak  as  Paddy  does  In  the 
text?"  we  answer,  that  it  is  easy  for  the  sake  of  verisimilitude  to  sup- 
pose "  poor  Paudeen"  to  be  a  native  of  Kerry,  where.  Dr.  Smyth  (in 
bis  History  of  that  County)  tells  us  that  even  sixty  years  ago,  during 
full  glory  of  the  anti-education  Penal  Code,  classical  knowledge  ex- 
tnnded  itself  "even  to  a  fault"  amongst  the  lowest  orders;  and  Sir 
John  Carr,  an  Englishman,  in  his  Tour  through  that  Coimty,  as  late  as 
1805  or  6,  mentions  that  he  met  horse-boys  there  who  understood  Latin 
perfectly. 

(2)  The  joy  of  the  hypocrite  is  but  for  a  moment. 

His  meat  in  his  bowels  is  turned,  it  is  the  gall  of  aspa  within  him, 
Because  he  hath  oppressed  and  forsaken  the  took     ••»•••» 
Surely  he  shall  not  feel  quietness  in  his  belly. — Job|  xx,  c,  5,  14, 
)9&20. 

(3)  Dulcia  linquimus  arvn. 

(4)  Formosam  resonar*  docei  Auiaryllida  silra*. 
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BISHOP. 

Oh,  Paddy,  know'st  thou  not,  indulgent  Heaven 
These  hours  of  ease  hath  to  thy  Pastor  given. (5) 
The  Holy  Bible  saith,  (and  who'll  deny  it?) 
That  they  who  serve  the  altar  must  live  by  it, 
So,  for  the  sake  of  him  who  sent  me,  Pat, 
(You  know  'tis  right  a  Bishop  should  be  fat) 
For  HIS  dear  sake,  moreover,  'tis  the  law. 
Thy  tender  lambs  shall  stain  my  holy  maM'.(6) 
If  you,  for  sins,  on  dry  potatoes  live. 
Oh,  Paddy,  I  will  pray — may  Heaven  forgive. 
Nor  grieve,  while  starving,  I  enjoy  satiety, 
I'll  send  you  Bibles  new  from  the  society. 
Heed  not  the  perishable  goods  of  pelf; 
Be  righteous — I  am  righteousness  itself; 
And  that  you  may  for  ever  righteous  be, 
Hunger  and  thirst  for  righteousness  and  me. 
Then,  as  your  cattle  through  the  valleys  stray, 
I'll  send  my  herd  to  take  the  tenth  away. 
On  Sunday  come,  (but  tease  me  not  for  alms) 
We'll  chant  on  rural  pipes  the  holy  psalms. (7) 

PADDY. 

With  all  that  plunder  gives  I  see  thee  blest. 
Nor  envy  fires,  but  wonder  fills  my  breast ; 
While  "  agitation" (8)  spreads  a  reasoning  band. 
That  "  read,  recite,  and  madden  through  the  land." 
Behold,  the  Proctor  enters  on  my  ground, 
My  sheep  and  goats  are  driven  to  the  pound. (9) 

NOTES  AXD  ILLI'STRATIONS. 

(5)  O  Maelibcee  Deus  nobis  base  otia  fecit. 

(6)  ■ Ulius  aram 

Soppe  tener  nostris  ab  orilibns  imbuet  agnus. 
(T)  lUe  meas  errare  boves  ut  cernis  et  ipsum 

Liidere  quas  velleni  calamo  permisit  ajjresti. 
(^)  Noil  equidem  invidco  minor  majis  undique  totis 

Usque  adeo  turbatur  agris. 
{^) ■ En  ipse  capellas 

Protenus  »?er  ago — — 
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Beiieatli  the  cold  brow  of  a  rugged  rock. 

She,  my  best  hope  of  all  thy  famish'd  flock. 

Lately  brought  forth,  while  cries  assail'd  my  ears, 

"The  child  of  misery,  baptiz'd  in  tear5,"(10) 

Amid  the  whistling  wind,  the  piercing  storm, 

No  roof  to  shelter,  and  no  hearth  to  warm ; 

From  house,  from  home,  from  humble  comforts  driven. 

To  feed  the  pampered  on  the  way  to  Heaven ; 

With  no  sweet  solace  in  the  hour  of  need  j 

Oh  !  say  what  God  this  destiny  decreed  ?  (11) 

BISHOP. 

The  Lord  of  Christian  charity,  forsooth. 

Who  wills  that  I  should  feed  your  souls  with  truth  j 

That  I  a  true  humility  should  jsreacA, 

But  you  alone  must  by  example  teach  ; 

While  you  must  here  your  village  hut  forego. 

To  bear  the  pangs  of  poverty  and  woe, 

I'll  drive  in  full  episcopal  renown. 

To  taste  the  splendid  pleasures  of  the  town. 

How  high  above  these  smoky  hovels  rise 

Its  gorgeous  mansions  tow'ring  to  the  skies ; 

There,  if  great  things  we  may  compare  with  small, 

As  far  my  palace  doth  out-top  them  all. 

As  doth  the  figure  of  a  plump  Divine, 

Compared  with  such  a  meagre  form  as  thine.  (12) 

PADDY. 

But,  holy  Prelate,  wherefore  didst  thou  roam  ?(13) 
What  could'st  thou  seek  while  thou  hadst  flocks  at  home? 

XOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

(10)  Speni  gregis  ah  I  silke  in  nuda  connixa  reliquit. 

(11)  Sed  tanien  elle  Dcus  qui  fit  da  Tityre  nobis? 

(12) Sic  parvis  componere  magna  solebam 

Vorum  hwe  tantum  alias  inter  caput  extulil  urbes 
Quantum  lenta  solent  inter  viburna  cupressi. 

(13)  Et  quw  tanta  fuit  Roman  tibi  causa  videndi :    " 

When  Archbishop  Laud,  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I.  introduced  several 
ceremonies  and  inquisitory  enactments  of  the  Catholic  religion  into  the 
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BISHOP. 

Preferment,  which,  although  hy  far  too  late, 

Rais'd  me,  at  length,  to  this  exalted  state  j 

My  thirst  for  patronage  I  now  appease. 

And  crown  my  days  with  sacerdotal  ease.  (14) 

While  yet  a  country  curate,  I  confess, 

I  learn'd  to  pity  kindred  wretchedness. 

When  chilling  poverty  myself  could  bow, 

I  felt  the  woes  that  you  complain  of  now. 

In  ancient  times  contentment  bloom'd  serene, 

Amid  the  pastors  of  the  rural  scene. 

No  costly  luxuries  in  days  of  old 

Requir'd  our  pockets  to  be  filled  with  gold ; 

Nor  milk,  nor  cheese  were  sent  to  market  then. 

Till  lordly  Bishops  turned  to  dairymen. (15) 

PADDY. 

But,  oh  !  most  spotless  Pastor,  sanctified 
Beyond  all  measure,  so  devoid  of  pride. 
Though  by  thy  princely  wealth,  to  kings  allied 


.} 


NOTES  AMD  ILLUSTK ATIONS. 

Church  of  England,  a  lady  of  rank  connected  with  the  Devonshire  family 
turned  Papist,  and  being  asked  the  reason  for  doing  so  by  the  holy  man, 
she  wittily  replied  :  "  My  Lord,  as  I  saw  you  travelling  as  fast  you 
could  to  Rome,  I  thought  I  might  as  well  get  there  before  you."  The 
decreasing  members  of.the  church  of  bayonets  in  Ireland  seem  to  be 
much  of  the  same  opinion,  for  as  they  behold  the  Parsons  adhering  with 
more  inflexible  obstinacy  every  day  to  the  ivorst — we  mean  the  pecti- 
niari/  errors  of  the  old  Church,  which  those  sanctified  characters  profess 
to  have  reformed,  the  benighted  laymen  think  they  may  as  well  over- 
take their  law-established  Reverences  in  their  rapid  journey  to  the 
'•eternal  city,"  and  have  accordingly,  by  way  of  getting  there  by  a 
shortcut,  become  mere  "deluded  Papists." 

(14)  Libertes  quae  sera  tamen  respexit  f«er/e»/i. 

(15)  Quamovis 

Pinguis  et  ingratae  premuntur  caseus  urbi, 
Nonunquam  gravis  sere  domum  mihi  dextra  redibat. 

Among  the  number  of  dairies,  in  a  land  justly  described  by  honest 
O'Halloran  as  "flowing  with  milk  and  honey,"  those  of  the  Bishop  ot 
Kildare  arc  not  the  least  inconsiderable,  though  we  hear  there  are  some 
profstnc  wits  who  presume  to  call  them  mere  mitfi  and  water  concerns. 
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Most  Reverend  Prelate,  might  an  humble  cIomd 
Ask  tvhy  wert  thou  ambitious  of  the  toM-n  ? 

BISHOP. 
What !  was  I  then  to  live  a  holy  slave, 
And  trudge  out  life  from  pulpits  to  the  grave  ? 
Ah  !  no,  kind  Heaven  is  never  so  auspicious, 
As  in  the  town  to  grant  a  Parson's  wishes. (16) 
Year  after  year  I  sought  my  patron  there, 
While  adulation  ply'd  the  constant  prayer ;(17) 
Till  now  no  longer  able  to  withstand — 
*'  Go  forth,"  he  said,  "  and  enter  on  the  land  ;" 
"  Oh  !  pious  man,  pray  be  persuaded  now, 
''To  let  me  place  a  mitre  on  thy  brow ; 
"Oh  !  ever  sacred,  ever  pure  Divine, 
"  'Tis  Heaven  ordains  it,  and  the  See  is  thine." 
Thus  spoke  th'  arch-prelate,  whose  persuasive  word* 
Would  from  the  bushes  almost  coax  the  birds ; 
With  imj}osition  did  his  hands  infuse 
The  holy  spirit — how  could  I  refuse  ? 
At  length  I  yielded  to  the  Lord's  decree, 
(The  Lord  Archbishop's  !)  and  possessed  the  See. 

PADDY. 

Happy  old  boy,  then  all  remains  to  thee. 
With  nothing  left  but  wretchedness  for  me. 

NOTES   AND  IliLl  STAATIONS. 

(10)  Quid  facerem  ?  neque  me  servitio  exire  licehat, 
Ncc  tarn  prassentes  alibi  cogiiosccre  Divos. 

The  Hebrew  word  "  Elohini,"  which  literally  means  the  same  as 
WrgWh"  Divos,"  is  often  applied  in  Scripture  to  princes  and  rulers,  or 
what  we  would  call  in  modern  times  "vien  in  poiver,"  through  whom 
we  all  know  the  "  I/oly  Spirit"  chiefly  appoints  dignitaries  to  watch 
over  the  soj^/s,  and  to  collect,  for  the  "^interest  of  religion,"  a  large 
portion  of  the  vioney  belonging  to  the  men)bers  of  his  ]Majesty's  and 
every  other  Church.  VV^o  have,  therefore,  taken  permission  to  fami- 
liarize the  «  Divos"  of  the  Latin  part  into  the  word  "  Patron,"  for  the 
benefit  of  our  English  readers. 

(17) quotannis 

His  senos  cui  nostra  dies  altaria  fumant, 
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The  "  swinish  multitude"  are  driven  like  hogs. 

To  rocky  mountains,  and  to  barren  bogs ; 

While  thou'rt  secure  in  sanctity  and  sloth, 

(How  well  can  "  Holy  Church"  combine  them  both,) 

With  no  new  doctrines  to  infest  thy  flocks, 

Nor  Popish  Priests  to  shake  the  orthodox. 

Happy  old  boy,  in  sweet  repletion  laid, 

'Mid  sacred  fountains  bubbling  through  the  shade; 

Hyblean  murmurs  lull  thee  into  bliss. 

While  "  dreaming  of  another  benefice  ;" 

Thy  pigeons  o'er  thee  form  a  cooing  group. 

And  the  soft  turtle  charms  thee — with  her  soup  !(i8) 

BISHOP. 

Sooner  may  Bishops  fatten  upon  air. 

Or  take  the  poor  from  "  Providence's  care  ;"(19) 

NOTES   AND  ILLUSTKATION  S. 

(18)  ForUiunte  setiex,  ertfo  tiia  riira  manebnnt : 
[Eitibi magna  satis.']  quainvjs  tapis  omnia  nitdiis, 
Limosoque  patus  obdttcal  pascua  Junco  ; 

Non  insueta  graves  tentabunt  pabiila  fcetas, 

Nee  mala  vivini  pecoris  conlagia  tccdent. 

Fortunate  senej:,  hie  inter  Jlumina  nuta, 

Et  PONTES  SACROSffrigus  eaptabis  opaoum. 

Hinc  (ibi,  qujB  semper  vicino  ab  limite  sepcs 

Hybtceis  apibus  florem  depasta  salicti, 

Saepe  levisomnum  suadebit  iniresusurro. 
•  •  •  •  • 

Nee  tainen  iuterea  raucte,  tua  cura,palunibcs, 
Nee  gemere  aeria  cessabit  turtur  ab  ulmo! 
"Do  you  know  how  /  would  construe  "Fortunate  scnex?  "ex- 
claimed a  wag  of  our  acquaintance  in  the  Comet  Office.  "  No," 
replied  the  by-standers.  "  Well  then,"  cried  he,  "  I'll  tell  you  :  I'd  say, 
ob,  wAat  a  Fortunalus  of  an  old  fellow  !  for,"  continued  he,  "  no  one 
resembles  that  wealthy  personage  so  much  as  a  law  Bishop^  since,  Ms 
purse  is  stocked  with  gold  whenever  he  puts  his  fingers  into  it  ■' ! 

(19)  Ante  levesergo  pascentur  in  rethere  cervi,  &c. 
"  God  cannot  love  (says  Blunt  with  tearless  eyes) 
"  The  wretch  he  starves" — and  piously  denies  : 
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Or  Popisli  swains,  ejected  from  their  lands, 
Expect  ai^sistance  from  a  Parson's  hands, 
Than  I  forget  the  day  my  lips  said  "  Nolo 
Episcopari,"  while  my  heart  said  "  Volo." 

PADDY. 

But  WE  must  wander  to  some  distant  shore ; 

Behold  the  scenes  of  early  youth  no  more  ; 

Leave  the  sweet  culture  of  our  native  soil, 

In  foreign  lands  to  ply  the  sultry  toil. 

Of  friends,  of  country,  all  we  love  bereft, 

To  dwell  with  anguish  on  the  home  we  left ; 

Where  calm  contentment  bless'd  each  rural  scene  ; 

Though  humble,  happy,  and  though  poor,  serene. 

With  none  at  home  to  pity  or  befrienxl. 

To  England,  oft  our  friendless  way  we  bend, 

When  smiling  nature  o'er  our  fertile  fields 

The  golden  burden  of  the  harvest  yields ; 

In  lands  remote  on  strangers'  bounty  thrown. 

To  seek  for  masters  kinder  than  our  own. 

Must  I  no  more  behold  my  native  spot. 

The  crops  that  ripen'd  round  my  turf-built  cot  ? 

Shall  Orange  yeomen  devastate  our  plains. 

To  swell  a  Church-man's  avaricious  gains  ? 

Our  toil,  the  pomp  of  mitred  cant  supplies. 

Oh  !  see  what  woes  from  civil  discord  rise. 


NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

But  the  good  Bishop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  care  ! 


Pope. 


It  was,  doubtless,  this  holy  reliance  on  the  bounty  of  a  generous  Pro- 
vidence to  maintain  the  poor,  that  induced  our  pure  and  apostolic 
Church  of  Newtownbarrv  and  Skibbereen  to  take  the  "  quarta 
pars,"  or  fourth  part  of  the  tithes  on  whicli  the  sick  and  destitute  were 
always  supported  before  the  Reformation,  by  what  Parsons  charitably 
designate  the  "damnable  and  idolatrous  Church  of  Rome  "  Oh! 
Parsons,  Parsons,  this  pious  Billingsgate  is  now  stale. 
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Yes,  wretched  peasant,  dig  thy  little  field. 

Its  furrows  sow,  then,  mark  for  whom  they  yield ; 

Whose  the  Jirst-fruits  that  should  thy  cares  repay  ? 

Whose  griping  hand  shall  grasp  the  holy  prey  ? 

And  now,  adieu !  my  lambs,  my  goats,  my  cow, 

No  more  poor  Paudeen's  care  shall  tend  ye  now. 

Alas  !  'tis  now  no  more  his  happy  lot. 

To  stretch  at  ease  within  the  verdant  grot ; 

Or  chant  from  shaggy  rocks  his  drimandhu ; 

Poor  things  I  leave  ye  now — adieu  !  adieu  !(1) 

BISHOP. 

Well,  Pat,  as  you  are  but  a  country  clown. 

Sleep  in  my  barn — I  lie  on  beds  of  doivn ; 

For  me  pure  pine  apples  spread  a  sweet  desert. 

Soft  chesnuts  too,  and  cheese  to  close  the  fare. 

So  now  good  night;  I  hear  the  vesper  chime. 

And  the  thick  smoke  proclaims — 'tis  A7/jo/?er-time,(2) 

NOTES  AXD  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

(1)  Atnoshinc  alii  sitientes  ibinius  Afros, 

•  •  «  « 

Et  penitus  toto  divisos  orbe  Britannos. 
En  unqiiam  patrios  longo  post  tempore  finis, 
Pauperis  et  tuguri  congestuni  cespile  culutcn, 
Post  aliquot  mea  regna  videns  niirabor  arialas  ? 
Impius  htec  tarn  culta  novalia  miles habebit? 
Barbarus  has  segetes  ?    En  quo  discordia  cives 
Perduxit  miseros !  en  queis  consevimus  agros  ! 

•  •  •  •  • 

Ite  mete,felix  quondam  pecus,  He  capella. 
Nan  ego  vos  posthae,  viridi pmjeclus  in  aniro, 
Dnmosa  pendere  proctil  de  rupe  vi'debo. 
Carmina  nulla  catiam  :  non,  mc pasf^ente,  capellee 
Florentera  cytisum  et  saHces  carpetis  amaras. 
(2)   IJic  tamen  hac  mecum  paten's  reqniescere  node 

Fronde  super  viridi!   Sunt  nobis  milia  poma, 

Castauea:  molles,  et  pressi  copia  lactis. 

El  jam  sumtna  procul  villarum  culmina  sumant, 

Majorescjue  cadunt  aitis  de  montibus  umbrw. 
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There  shall  be  Parbons  in  those  days  whose  skill 

Will  turn  to  ridicule  their  Master's  will, 

Their  conscience  like  their  lives,  in  morals  loose, 

Of  HIS  pure  words  concoct  the  foulest  use ; 

Their  Gold  their  God — their  Glebes  and  Tithes  their  cares — 

Their  Luxuries  their  boast— their  Avarice  their  prayers. 

Vision  op  Parsons. 


THE 
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PREACHERS  AND  RULERS  OF  CONGREGATIONS. 


A  LOOKING-GLASS  FOR  THE  CLERGY. 


One  of  the  best  proofs  that  a  prophecy  is  what  it  pur- 
ports to  be,  is  ITS  EXACT  FULFILMENT.  If  this  rulc  be 
adopted  in  relation  to  "The  Third  Epistle  of  Peter," 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  was  written  in  the  true 
spirit  of  PROPHECY  ! 

INTRODUCTION. 

How  the  following  Epistle  came  to  be  overlooked  by 
the  early  Saints  of  Christendom,  and  by  all  the  Fathers, 
or  whether  it  was  purposely  suppressed  by  the  Council 
of  Nice,  and  why  it  was  at  last  destined  to  be  found, 
with  other  old  manuscripts,  among  the  ruins  of  an  an- 
cient city  by  a  miserable  wandering  Monk,  create  cir- 
cumstances which  my  limited  knowledge  of  these  sub- 
jects does  not  enable  me  to  explain.  I  am  answerable 
only  for  the  accuracy  of  the  translation  from  a  French 
copy  presented  by  the  Monk  himself.  Neither  can  I 
prove  the  authenticity  of  the  original,  unless  it  be  on 
the  strict  correspondence  of  the  actual  state  of  the 
Church  with  the  injunctions  contained  in  the  Epistle,  a 
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correspondence  winch  seems  to  hold  with  as  much  ve- 
racity as  that  which  is  found  in  the  fulfilment  of  any 
prophecy  with  the  prediction  itself. 

TRANSLATOR. 


CHAPTER  l.—  The  Style  and  Manner  of  Living. 

1.  Now  ye  who  are  called  and  chosen  to  go  forth  to 
all  nations  and  among  all  people,  in  time  present  and 
time  to  come,  to  preach  the  word,  see  ye  take  unto 
yourselves  marks,  nay,  many  outward  marks,  whereby 
ye  shall  be  known  of  men. 

2.  Be  ye  not  called  as  men  are  called  ;  but  be  ye  called 
Pope,  Archbishop,  Archdeacon,  or  Divine,  or  Reverend, 
and  Right  Reverend,  or  some  like  holy  name ;  so  may 
you  shew  forth  your  honour  and  your  calling. 

3.  And  let  your  dwelling  places  be  houses  of  splen- 
dour and  edifices  of  cost ;  and  let  your  doors  be  decked 
with  plates  of  brass,  and  let  your  names,  even  your  Re- 
verend titles,  be  graven  thereon ;  so  shall  it  be  as  a 
sign. 

4.  Let  your  garments  in  which  you  minister  be  gar- 
ments not  as  the  garments  of  men,  neither  let  them  be 
*'  seamless  garments  woven  throughout ;"  but  let  them 
be  robes  of  richest  silk,  and  robes  of  fine  linen,  of  cu- 
rious device  and  costly  workmanship  ;  and  have  ye  robes 
of  black  and  robes  of  white,  that  ye  may  change  the  one 
for  the  other ;  so  shall  ye  shew  forth  your  wisdom  and 
humility. 

5.  Let  your  fare  be  'Sumptuous,  not  plain  and  frugal 
as  the  fare  of  the  husbandman  who  tilleth  the  ground ; 
but  live  ye  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  taking  "  good  heed 
for  the  morrow,  and  wherewithal  ye  shall  be  fed." 

6.  And  drink  ye  of  the  wines  of  the  vintage  brought 
froui  afar,  and  wines  of  great  price ;  then  shall  the  light 
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of  your  spirits  be  the  light  of  your  countenances^  an(i 
your  faces  shall  be  bright,  even  as  the  morning  sun 
shall  your  faces  glow  in  brightness ;  thus  shall  ye  shew 
forth  your  moderation  and  your  temperance  in  all 
things. 

7.  Let  the  houses  in  which  you  preach  be  calle<l 
Churches,  and  let  them  be  built  in  manner  of  great  or- 
nament without,  and  adorned  with  much  cost  within  ; 
with  rich  pillars  and  paints,  and  with  fine  altars,  and 
communion  tables,  and  pedestals,  and  urns  of  precious 
stones,  and  clothes  and  velvet  of  scarlet,  and  vessels  of 
silver. 

8.  And  let  there  be  rooms  for  the  changing  of  robes, 
and  places  for  the  precious  metals  and  mitres. 

9.  And  let  the  houses  be  divided  into  seats  for  the 
congregation,  and  let  every  man  know  his  own  seat ; 
and  let  the  first  seats  in  front  of  the  altar  be  for  the  rich 
that  pay  by  thousands  ;  and  the  next  for  the  poorer  that 
pay  by  hundreds ;  and  the  last  for  those  that  pay  by 
tens.     And  let  the  poor  man  sit  behind  the  door. 

10.  And  let  the  seats  be  garnished  with  cushions  and 
crimson  cloth,  and  with  fine  velvet  5  for  if  (he  houses  of 
players  and  vain  people  who  deal  in  idle  sayings  and 
shows  of  mockery,  be  rich  and  gorgeous,  how  much 
more  so  should  be  the  houses  that  are  dedicated  to  him 
"  that  is  meek  and  lowly  of  spirit." 


CHAPTER  II.— The  Choosing  of  Ministers. 

1.  When  ye  go  out  to  choose  holy  ones  to  be  of  your 
brethren  and  to  minister  at  the  altar,  choose  ye  from 
among  the  youth,  even  those  whose  judgments  are  not 
yet  ripe,  and  whose  hearts  know  not  yet  whether  they 
incline  to  God  or  Mammon. 

2.  But  ye  are  wise,  and  ye  shall  know  the  inclining 
of  their  future  spirits,  and  ye  shall  make  them  incline  to 
the  good  things  which  the  Church  hath  in  store  for 
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them  that  are  called,  even  those  that  shall  be  called  of 
you. 

3.  Then  shall  ye  have  them  taught  exceeding  many 
things.  They  shall  not  be  as  "  ignorant  fishermen"  or 
husbandmen,  or  men  speaking  one  tongue,  and  serving 
God  only  by  the  knowledge  of  his  law. 

4.  Nay,  ye  shall  make  them  wise  in  the  things  of  your 
wisdom ;  yea,  exceedingly  cunning  in  many  mysteries, 
even  the  mysteries  which  you  teach. 

5.  Then  shall  they  be  fitted  for  the  "  laying  on  of 
hands  ;"  and  when  the  Bishop  hath  done  his  office,  then 
shall  they  be  Reverend  Divines. 

6.  But  if  any  man  believe  that  he  is  called  of  God  to 
speak  to  his  brethren  "  without  money  and  without 
price,"  though  his  soul  be  bowed  to  the  will  of  the  Fa- 
ther, and  though  he  work  all  righteousness,  and  "  speak 
as  with  the  tongue  of  an  angel" — if  he  be  not  made  a 
Divine  by  your  rules,  and  by  the  hands  of  a  Bishop, 
then  is  he  not  a  Divine,  nor  shall  he  preach. 

7.  He  that  is  chosen  oiyou  shall  give  ?/o?/  honor,  and 
shall  be  honored  of  men  and  honored  of  women  ;  and 
verily  he  expects  his  reward. 


CHAPTER  III.— The  Performance  of  Preaching. 

1.  When  ye  go  to  the  Church  to  preach,  go  not  by  the 
retired  way,  where  go  those  that  would  shun  the  crowd ; 
but  go  in  the  highway,  where  go  the  multitude,  and  see 
that  ye  have  on  the  robes  of  black,  and  take  heed  that 
your  pace  be  measured  well,  and  that  your  march  be 
stately. 

2.  Then  shall  your  hearts  be  "  lifted  up,"  even  as  the 
hearts  of  mighty  men  shall  they  be  lifted  up.  And  ye 
shall  be  gazed  upon  by  the  multitude,  and  they  shall 
honor  you ;  and  the  men  shall  praise  you,  and  the  wo- 
men shall  glorify  you,  even  by  the  women  shall  ye  be 
glorified. 
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3.  And  when  you  go  in,  go  not  as  the  unordained, 
firepared  <mly  with-  a  soul  to  God,  and  with  a  heart  to 
men,  and  with  a  spirit  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost;  but 
go  ye  in  with  your  pockets  full  of  papers,  and  full  of  di- 
vine words ;  even  in  your  pockets  shall  your  divinity 
be. 

4.  And  let  your  Sermon  be  full  of  "  the  enticing  words 
of  man's  wisdom,"  and  let  it  be  beautified  with  just  di- 
visions, and  with  tropes,  and  with  metaphors,  and  with 
hyperbole,  and  apostrophe,  and  with  interrogation,  and 
with  acclamation,  and  with  syllogisms,  and  with  so- 
phisms, and  throughout  let  declamation  be. 

5.  And  take  good  heed  to  your  attitudes  and  your 
gestures,  knowing  when  to  bend  and  when  to  erect, 
when  to  lift  your  right  hand  and  when  to  lift  your  left, 
and  let  your  motions  be  graceful,  even  in  your  attitudes 
and  in  your  gestures  let  your  grace  be.  Thus  shall  ye 
be  pleasing  in  the  eyes  of  the  people  and  graceful  in 
their  sight. 

6.  Let  your  voice  at  times  be  smooth  as  the  stream  ot 
the  valley,  and  soft  as  the  breeze  that  waves  not  the 
bough  on  its  bank ;  and  at  times  let  it  swell  like  the 
waves  of  the  ocean,  or  like  the  whirlwind  on  the  moun- 
tain top. 

7.  Then  shall  you  charm  the  ears  of  your  hearers,  and 
their  hearts  shall  be  softened,  and  their  minds  shall  be 
astounded,  and  their  souls  shall  incline  unto  you,  and 
likewise  the  women  ;  yea,  unto  your  sayings  and  unto 
your  persons  shall  they  be  inclined. 

8.  And  be  ye  mindful  not  to  offend  the  people ;  re- 
buke ye  not  their  sins  ;  and  when  ye  rebuke  sin,  rebuke 
it  at  a  distancey  and  let  no  man  apply  your  sayings  to 
his  own  case ;  so  shall  he  not  be  offended. 

9.  If  a  brother  shall  raise  up  the  banner  of  war  against 
brother,  and  christians  against  christians,  rebuke  them 
not;  but  be  some  on  the  one  side  and  some  on  the 

F 


34  THIRD   EPISTLK   OK   I'KTEU. 

Other,  and  tell  the  one  host  that  God  is  oil  their  side, 
and  the  other  host  that  he  is  on  their  side ;  so  make 
them  bold  to  kill.  And  even  among  swords  and  Uincets 
let  your  black  robes  be  seen. 

10.  Preach  ye  not  "  peace  on  earth,  and  good  will 
towards  men ;"  but  preach  ye  glory  to  the  victor,  and 
victory  to  the  brave. 

1 1 .  If  any  man  go  into  a  foreign  land  and  seize  upon 
his  fellow.man,  and  put  irons  on  his  feet  and  irons  on 
his  hands,  and  bring  him  across  the  great  deep  into 
bondage;  nay,  if  he  tear  asunder  the  dearest  ties  of  na- 
ture, the  tenderest  leagues  of  the  human  heart ;  if  he 
tear  the  wife  from  the  husband,  and  force  the  struggling 
infant  from  its  mother's  bleeding  breast,  rebuke  him 
not ! 

12.  And  although  he  sell  them  in  foreign  slavery  to 
toil  beneath  the  lash  all  their  days,  tell  him  not  that  his 
doings  are  of  Anti-Christ ;  for  lo  !  he  is  rich,  and  giv- 
eth  unto  the  Church,  and  is  esteemed  pious.  So  shall 
ye  not  offend  him,  lest  peradventure,  he  withdraw  him- 
self from  your  flock. 

13.  Teach  them  to  believe  that  ye  have  the  care  of 
their  souls,  and  that  the  saving  mysteries  are  for  your 
explaining;  and  when  you  explain  your  mysteries,  en= 
compass  them  round  about  with  words  as  with  a  bright 
veil,  so  bright  that  through  it  no  man  can  see. 

14.  And  lo  !  ye  shall  bind  the  judgments  of  men,  (and 
more  especially  of  women,)  as  with  a  band  of  iron;  and 
ye  shall  make  them  blind  in  the  midst  of  light,  even  as 
the  owl  is  blind  in  the  noon-day  sun ;  and  behold  ye 
shall  lead  them  captive  to  your  reverend  wills. 


CHAPTER  IV.— rAc  Clergjfs  Reward, 
1.  "In  all  youi^  gettings"  get  money  !    Now,  there- 
fore, when  ye  go  forth  on  your  ministerial  journey,  go 
where  there  are  silver  and  gold,  and  where  each  man 
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will  pay  according  to  his  measure.     For  verily  I  »ay  ye 
must  get  your  reward. 

2.  Go  ye  not  forth  as  those  that  have  been  sent,  with- 
out two  coats,  without  gold  or  silver,  or  brass  in  their 
purses ;  without  scrip  for  their  journey,  or  shoes  or 
staves;  but  go  ye  forth  in  the  good  things  of  this 
world. 

3.  And  when  you  hear  of  a  Ghiu'ch  that  is  vacant, 
and  hath  no  one  to  preach  therein,  then  be  that  a  call 
unto  you,  ahd  be  ye  mindful  of  the  call,  and  take  ye 
charge  of  the  flock  thereof,  even  of  the  golden  fleece. 

4.  And  when  ye  shall  have  fleeced  your  flock,  and 
shall  know  of  another  call,  and  if  the  flock  be  greater, 
or  rather  if  the  fleece  be  greater,  then  greater  be  also 
unto  you  the  call.  Then  shall  ye  leave  your  old  flock, 
and  of  the  new  flock  shall  ye  take  the  charge. 

5.  Those  who  have  "  freely  received'^  let  them  "  freely 
give,"  and  let  men  not  have  your  words  "  without  mo- 
ney nor  without  price,"  but  bargain  ye  for  hundreds 
and  bargain  for  thousands,  even  for  thousands  of  silver 
and  gold  shall  ye  bargain. 

6.  And  over  and  above  the  price  for  which  ye  have 
sold  your  service,  take  ye  also  gifts,  and  be  mindful  to 
refuse  none,  saying,  "Lo!  I  have  enough!"  but  re- 
ceive gifts  from  them  that  go  in  chariots,  and  from  them 
that  feed  flocks,  and  from  them  that  earn  their  morsel 
by  the  sweat  of  their  brow. 

7.  Yea,  take  ye  gifts  of  all,  and  take  them  in  gold  and 
in  silver,  and  in  bread ;  in  wine  and  in  oil ;  in  raiment 
and  in  fine  linen. 

8.  And  the  more  that  the  people  give  you,  the  more 
will  they  honor  you;  for  they  shall  believe,  that  "in 
giving  to  you  they  are  giving  to  the  Lord  ;"  for  behold 
their  sight  shall  be  taken  from  them,  and  they  shall  be 
blind  as  bats,  and  "  shall  not  know  what  they  do." 

9.  And  yc  shall  wax  richer   and  richer,  and    grow 
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greater  and  greater,  and  you  shall  be  lifted  up  in  your 
own  sight,  and  exalted  in  the  eyes  of  the  multitude ;  and 
LUCRE  shall  be  no  longer  filthy  in  your  sight.  And 
**  verily  you  Mall  have  your  revi^ard." 

10.  In  doing  these  things  ye  shall  never  fail.  And 
may  abundance  of  gold  and  silver,  and  bank  notes,  and 
corn,  and  wool,  and  flax,  and  spirits,  and  wine,  and 
land,  be  multiplied  unto  you,  both  now  and  hereafter. 
Amen. 


Reader,  arc  any  of  the  Epistles  more  strictly  attended 
to? 


'f^jir^ 


THE 


PATLANDER, 


HIS  BURDEN  OF  SANCTITY. 


'  He  made  me  walk  under  the  trees,  and  forced  me  now  and  then  to  gather  and  eat 
such  fruiU*  as  we  found.  He  never  left  me  all  day,  and  when  I  laid  down  to  rest 
me  by  night,  he  laid  himself  down  with  mc,  holding  always  fast  about  my  neck. 
Every  morning  he  pushed  mc  to  make  me  awake,  and  afterwards  obliged  mc  to  get 
up  and  walk,  and  pressed  me  with  his  feet.  You  may  judge  then,  gentlemen,  what 
trouble  I  was  in,  to  be  charged  with  such  a  burden  as  I  could  no  ways  rid  myself 
from." — [Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments — Fifth  Voyage  of  Sinbadtke  Sailor, 


*  Querc,  First  Fruits, 


PATLANDER, 


HIS  BURDEN  OF  SANCTITY. 


Whin  I  was  young,  I  spint  my  time  in  glee  j 

Sayin  my  prayers  and  lessons,  nothin'  more, 
My  comfortable  home  was  near  the  sea, 

Plenty  of  every  thing  from  wave  and  shore  : 

I  broke  my  bit  to  others,  and  I  bore 
The  use  of  larnin  into  foreign  climes, 

A  grab  !  I  little  dream't  what  sorroAvs  sore 
Would  break  ray  heart  all  out  in  other  times, 
Set  up  to  be  the  butt  of  all  my  neighbours  crimes. 

But  Where's  the  use  of  frettin'  ?  I  was  young 
And  like  a  cork  too,  never  to  be  crush'd ; 

An'  with  a  strain  of  humour  in  my  tongue 
That  afther  all  was  never  fairly  hush'd  j 
An'  at  the  very  worst,  when  hardest  push'd, 

I  took  a  leetle  drop,  an  oath  I  swore. 

To  one  or  th'  other  way  my  passion  rush'd 

An*  forward  any  how,  myself  it  bore. 

Alive  and  merry — aye,  though  goaded  sick  and  sore. 

There  is  no  sickness,  but  there  is  a  cure — 
And  now  my  last  misfortune  I  must  spell ; 

It  was  the  devil's  own  misfortune  sure. 
If  ever  the  "  Ould  Boy"  came  out  of  hell ; 
Musha  !  the  dav  and  date  I  know  full  well 
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When  I  was  yok'd  and  Iiarness'd,  but  wait  yet — 

"There's  hick  in  leisure"  may  be,  who  can  tell  ? 
At  any  rate  it's  time  enough  to  fret 
And  bid  the  Devil  "  good  morrow'*  when  he's  met. 

Onct  on  a  time,  now  I'll  begin  my  story, 
(Though  its  too  true,  a  ballad  for  to  be,) 

The  sorra  matther  about  Whig  or  Tory, 
For  that  time  it  was  all  the  same  to  me, 
Myself  they  forced  to  bend  my  stubborn  knee, 

And  on  my  back  an  ugly  urchin  take, 
Barrin'  my  pride  and  hatred,  I  agree 

The  load  was  nothin',  for  the  brat  was  weak, 

An'  little  did  I  think  a  man  he'd  ever  make. 

But  gad  he  grew  a  monsther — 'pon  my  soul  ! 

I  am  afeard  I  never  can  get  through. 
The  very  thoughts  of  him  the  ugly  Dhoul  ! 

Will  set  me  half  beside  myself;  he  grew 

Fast  to  my  back  at  onct,  an'  well  he  knew 
The  ways  and  means  to  vex  me  from  the  first. 

His  bony  arms  he  fasten'd  like  a  screw. 
And  bother'd  me  with  psalms(l) — I  kick'd  an'  curst 
And  roar'd  like  any  bull,  in  troth  I  thought  I'd  burst. 

There  he  was  stuck,  and  I  was  made  a  show. 

And  still  must  labour  if  I  meant  to  eat ; 
I  yok'd  my  plough  witli  grief,  for  well  I  knew 

It  was  for  him,  the  brute,  I  ought  to  hate ; 

And  still  I  felt  him  feeding  off  my  plate. 
Counting  my  lambs,  and  grinning  at  my  gain  ; 

And  fat  he  grew,  and  ten  times  greater  weight 
Than  my  first  load,  and  then  for  all  my  pain 
He  cried  it  was  the  law — how  dare  I  to  complain  ! 

(I)  "He  l»eg:(in  to  siiigr  after  his  manner."    See  Sinbact's  Fifth  foyasc. 
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The  neighbours  laugh'd  and  wonder'd  as  I  pass'd, 

Small  blame  to  them,  for  how  could  they  contain ; 
It  was  no  joke  to  me  though,  and  at  last, 

As  fatter  grew  my  load,  myself  grew  lean  ; 

He  swept  off  all  my  earnin's  clear  an  clean, 
The  praties  in  the  end^  an'  left  me  bare ; 

And  only  for  the  childther,  I  would  fain 
Lie  down  and  die  at  onct ;   but  now  I  swear 
There  is  no  need  of  that,  and  ivhi/  I  will  declare. 

The  full  and  plenty  of  my  darlint  Isle, 

As  fat  as  any  porpoise  stuff 'd  my  foe, 
And  he  grew  drunk  and  stupid,  all  the  while 

Forgetting  his  ould  cunnin',  even  so 

That  his  fast  grips  got  loose  unknownst,  and  oh  ! 
I  feel  him  totthering  on  his  well  worn  seat. 

His  easy  seat  no  more,  for  murrah  !  now 
His  ass  grows  rusty — faicks  it 's  not  too  late 
With  one  bould  plunge  at  onct  to  land  him  on  his  pate. 

And  when  I  see  him  on  the  level  ground. 

And  face  to  face,  with  all  his  grandeur  gone, 
I'll  wonder  such  a  damn'd  ass  could  be  found 

The  likes  o'  me,  to  bear  with  him  so  long ; 

But  all  will  thin  be  over,  and  the  song, 
And  pleasant  sounds  of  labour  and  of  sport 

Will  then  be  heard,  and  blessings  in  a  throng ; 
My  children  then  can  be  their  own  support. 
No  fear   of  proctor  then,  nor  tithe,  nor   skssions- 

COURT ! ! 


■%: 


THE 


YOUNG  PARSON^S  DREAM. 


It  was  a  fearful  dream — a  dream  of  hell  j 

Of  him  whose  baits  no  Parson  can  withstand, 

And  conscience  ever  told  him  that  his  God 

He'd  sell  for  gold  and  mitred  power, 

And  that  he'd  prove  a  traitor  to  those  truths 

Which  he  pretended  were  his  paths  of  light. 

To  lead  men  from  their  darkness  into  bliss. 

Thk  Parson's  N[GHT-MAr»E. 


THS 


YOUNG   PARSON'S    DREAM. 


In  the  lone  stillness  of  the  new-year's  night, 
A  Bishop  at  his  window  stood,  and  turned 

His  dim  eyes  to  the  firmament,  where  bright 
And  pure  a  million  rolling  planets  burned. 

And  then  upon  the  earth  all  cold  and  white, — 
And  felt  that  moment  that,  of  all  who  mourned 

And  groaned  upon  its  bosom,  none  there  were 

With  his  hypocrisy  and  great  despair. 

For  near  him  lay  his  grave ;  concealed  from  view. 
Not  by  the  flowers  of  youth,  but  by  the  snows 

Of  age  alone  :  in  torturing  thought  he  flew 
Over  the  past,  and  on  his  memory  rose 

That  picture  of  his  life  which  memory  drew 
With  all  its  fruits,  diseases,  sins,  and  woes  : 

A  ruined  frame,  a  blighted  soul,  dark  years 

Of  agony,  remorse,  and  withering  fears  ! 

Like  spectres  now  his  days  of  youth  came  back. 
And  that  cross-road  of  life  where,  when  a  boy, 

His  father  placed  him  first ;  its  right  hand  track 
Leads  to  a  land  of  glory,  peace  and  joy, 

Its  left  to  wilderness,  waste  and  black, 

Where  snakes  and  plagues  and  poisonous  blasts  de- 
stroy. 

Where  was  he  now  ?  alas  !  the  serpents  hung 

Coiled  round  his  heart,  their  venom  on  his  tongue. 
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Choaked  with  untterable  grief,  he  cried — 

"  Restore  to  me  my  youth  !  oh  Heaven  !  restore 

"  My  morn  of  life  !  oh  father  !  be  my  guide, 

"  And  let  me,  let  me  choose  my  path  once  more  !" 

But  on  the  wide  waste  air  his  ravings  died 
Away,  and  all  was  silent  as  before. 

His  youth  had  glided  by,  swift  as  the  wave  ; 

His  father  came  not ;  he  was  in  his  grave. 

Wild  lights  went  flickering  by ;  a  star  was  falling; 

Down  to  the  miry  marsh  he  saw  it  rush. 
"  Myself,"  he  said,  and  oh  !  the  thought  was  galling. 

And  hot  and  heart- wrung  tears  began  to  gush  ; 
Sleepwalkers  crossed  his  glance  in  shapes  appalling. 

Huge  windmills  lifted  up  their  arms  to  crush. 
And  death-like  faces  started  from  the  dim 
Depths  of  the  charnel-house  and  glared  on  him. 

Amid  these  overboiling  bursts  of  feeling. 

Rich  music,  heralding  the  young  year's  birth, 

Flowed  from  a  distant  steeple,  like  the  pealing 
Of  some  celestial  organ  o'er  the  earth. 

Milder  emotions  over  him  came  stealing ; 
He  felt  the  spirit's  awful,  priceless  worth — 

"  Return" — again  he  cried  imploringly, 

"  Oh  my  lost  youth  !  return,  return  to  me  !'' 

And  youth  returned,  and  age  withdrew  his  terrors, 
Still  was  he  young,  for  he  had  dreamed  the  whole  : 

But  faithful  is  the  picture  conscience  mirrors, 
Whenever  Parson  avarice  gluts  the  soul. 

Alas  !  too  real  were  his  sins  and  errors. 
Too  truly  had  he  made  the  earth  his  goal : 

He  wept  and  blessed  his  God  that  with  (he  will 

He  had  the  power  to  choose  the  riglit  path  still. 
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Here,  youthful  curate,  ponder — and  if  thou, 

Like  him,  art  reeling  over  the  abyss 
C)f  church  hypocrisy  and  mammon,  now. 

This  ghastly  dream  may  be  thy  guide  to  bliss. 
But  should  age  once  bring  mitres  to  thy  brow, 

Its  wrinkles  will  not  leave  a  dream  like  this— 
Thy  tears  may  then  flow  vainly  o'er  the  urn 
Of  innocence,  that  never  can  return  ! 


I 


THE  LAY  OF  A  LAYMAN. 


Shall  I  speak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free, 
Assume  an  honest  Lai/muii's  liberty  ! 

Dryoks. 


THE 


LAY  OF  A  LAYMAN. 


*'  The  Church  is  in  danger  !"  his  Reverence  cries. 

"  Beg-  your  pardon,  my  Lord — 'tis   your  Lordship  that 

lies." 
"  The  Church  is  in  danger !"  "  My  God,  what  a  fright ! 
You're  all  in  the  wrong,  and  yet  all  in  the  right." 

Why,  Sir,  you're  a  Deist.  I'm  minding  my  calling: — 
The  Church  and  the  State  were  once  very  nigh  falling, 
Till  we,  and  the  yeomen  its  ablest  upholders, 
Kept  the  tottering  vehicle  safe  on  our  shoulders. 
Our   shoulders  were    broad — ('  with  good  eating   and 

drinking') — 

And  we  kept  all  the   nation  from  '  truth  and  free- 
thinking.'  " 
*'  I  deny  it."     "  Wliy,  friend,  look  to  Spain's  Inquisi- 
tion." 
"  1  do,  and  'tis  only  a  full  exposition 
Of  plunder  and  blood  in  the  name  of  believing — 
While  you  practice  by  law  equal  modes  of  deceiving ; 
And  yet  with  assurance  as  bald  as  your  pate, 
Cry,  Heaven  in  its  mercy  will  soon  mend  our  state. 
Into  "fasting  and  praying"  \\\ public  you  launch. 
While  at  home  with  rich  dainties  you  cram  your  huge 

paunch  : 
Like  a  Saint  with  a  look  of  serene  admiration. 
You  recommend  poverty,  curse  peculation ; 
While  you  smile  when  you  think  of  the  wealth  you'll 

procure — 
The  portion  of  orphans — the  blood  of  the  poor ; 
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And  finally  strut  off  in  royal  parade, 

Deriding  the  dupes  and  the  fools  you  have  made : 

And  this  is  religion,  and  this  is  benign. 

And  this  is  the  practice  of  theory  divine  : 

And  this  is  the  manner  in  which  it  is  given 

To  ride  in  a  Juggernaut  chariot  to  Heaven, 

And  present  as  an  offering  on  God's  holy  fane 

The  life  of  the  spoiled  by  your  avarice  slain. 

If  so  bear  me  hence  to  the  African  wild, 

Where  those  altars  the  offspring  of  nature  has  piled. 

Lie  ready  to  send  forth  the  incense  of  love 

Breath'd  in  pureness  of  heart  to  the  regions  above : 

Let  me  list  to  his  innocent  prayer  as  it  soars 

To  the  Being  who  made  him,  the  God  he  adores. 

Yes,  Child  of  the  Desert,  I'll  warble  with  thee 

The  songs  of  thanksgiving — the  tones  of  the  free ; 

I'll  bow  to  the  God  of  thy  innocent  mind. 

Who  dwells  in  the  thunder  and  speaks  in  the  wind : 

And  then  to  that  land  of  deceit  I  will  turn. 

Where  off 'rings  more  costly,  more  largely  may  burn ; 

While  insolent  preachers,  tyrannic  and  proud, 

The  shrines  of  injustice  and  bigotry  crowd  : 

Where  Hope  may  despair,  for  religion's  a  cheat. 

And  faith  but  a  shroud  to  encircle  deceit ! 

Oh  !  Child  of  the  Desert,  with  thee  I  will  hie. 

Thy  thoughts  are  as  pure  as  the  bright  sunny  sky ; 

Thy  hope  is  from  virtue,  thy  pray'rs  from  on  high, 

Then  !  Child  of  the  Desert,  to  thee  will  I  fly." 


TIME  AT  A  STAND. 


Ding,  doug : 

Dead  and  gone ! 

Oi.n  SoNO. 

Venit  summa  dies  et  ineluctabile  tempus 

*        *    Stat  ferri  acies  mucrone  corusco 
Stricta,  parata  neci :  vix  primi  proelia  tentant 
Portarum  vigiles,  et  caeco  Marte  resistunt. 

ViRoiL,  jEneid  II.  SSI,  &c. 

The  dreaded  time  draws  nigli,  the  last  sad  day, 
When,  as  the  Romish  Priests  andCobbett  say, 
Th'  Establish'd  Church,  like  me,  must  pass  away. 
The  Yeoman's  bay'net  and  the  Peeler's  sword 
For  carnage  drawn,  can  then  no  aid  afford ; 
Nor  all  that  Ferns  nor  Famham  can  misstate 
Will  blind  the  nation  to  delay  her  fate. 

Translation  by  PETmoxKR, 


TIME  AT  A  STAND ; 


oil, 


The  Humble  Petition  of  the  poor  Dumb  Clock  of  Christ 
Churcli,  to  the  Dignitaries  of  the  Established. 


The  lowly  Petition  of  a  poor  Clock  neglected. 
To  the  High  Priests  of  Dublin  is  humbly  directed  : 
The  Petitioner  hopes  that  his  wretched  condition 
Will  amply  excuse  this  liis  humble  Petition  : 
Petitioner  states  that  a  great  while  ago, 
A  Bishop,  intending  his  friendship  to  show 
To  the  Church  Avhich  had  fattened  hiin,  gave  a  donation 
Of  myself,  a  Clock  good  as  e'er  ticked  in  the  nation, 
To  summon  true  Christians  to  prayers  in  right  time 
To  hear  the  boys  chanting  and  chorusses  chime ; 
But  now — sad  reverse  !  quite  neglected  I  lie, 
And  the  people  deride  me  as  they're  passing  by. 
For  a  dog  dumb  as  those  who  have  let  me  go  down, 
And  call  me  a  Bishop,  the  scoff  of  the  town ! 
My  hands  are  all  palsied, — for  rust  is  marauding 
My  frame,  and  my  bowels  its  poisons  corroding ; — 
In  fine,  should  I  longer  in  such  case  remain. 
The  Bishop  to  help  me  might  labour  in  vain. 
Oh  pity  !  ere  winter,  with  freezing  and  showers, 
Completely  destroy  all  the  rest  of  my  powers ; 
Restore  my  poor  tongue  to  a  sanative  state 
Ere  I  sink  like  the  Parsons  the  victims  of  fate  : 
Yet  if  to  relieve  me  there  cannot  be  found, 
Through  all  Skinner- row,  some  four  or  five  pountl — 
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TIME  AT  A  STAND. 


It'  sauve::.  qui  pent  be  the  word  of  the  Church 
Well  noted  for  leaving  its  friends  in  the  lurch — 
1  humbly  beseech  you  to  publish  a  cant. 
In  hopes  that  I  may  my  poor  carcass  transplant 
To  some  other  town  in  the  country  whose  spirit 
Will  pay  due  regard  to  my  parts  and  my  merit ; 
Rathfarnham,  Stillorgan,  orDonnybrook  down — 
But,  for  God's  sake  !  don't  send  me  to  starving  Monks- 
town  ! 
For  he  who  is  cock  of  the  roost  ruling  there 
Is  the  curd-and-whey  son  of  the  mil/c-sop  Kildare  ; 
My  price  he  would  pocket,  then  slyly  pretend 
The  parish  would  gain,  with  no  clock  to  amend, — 
Besides,  bills,  clocks,  organs,  and  all   such  Church- 
hoaxing, 
Is  needless  where  thei/  have  a  Preacher  so  coaxing. 
Rathfarnham,  indeed,  is  so  stu])id  a  place, 
And  the  Rector  M'Clanc  has  got  such  a  face, — 
Such  an  acre  of  face  !  such  a  bladder-chop  dew-lap. 
As  none  but  Ox-onians  would  list  for  a  Jew-trap, 
And  snores  out  his  Sermons  with  such  sleepy  skill 
That  in  spite  of  repairs  I  should  ahvays  be  still. 
So  now  I  think  on  it  I  will  not  go  there 
To  sleep  at  the  Sermon,  and  stand  at  each  prayer. 
Still-oi'gai\j  indeed,  for  a  Church,  7nust  be  quiet — 
No  noise  of  the  bellows  to  kick  up  a  riot, 
When  folk  assail  Heaven  and  bid  it  the  time  o'  day, 
With  music-pipes,  charter- brats,  screeching,  and 

psalmody ; 
Therefore  it  might  do  me — fit  place  for  repose — 
To  wind  up  my  life  as  it  draws  to  a  close, — 
But  the  Barker  who  deals  out  life's  bread  by  the  ration 
There,  talks  so  of  hell,  and  so  threatens  damnation 
With  such  a  fierce  spirit, — that  dam'  me,  if  I  could  feel 
Safe  in  the  steeple  that's  shook  by  such  holy  zeal ! 
As  for  Donnybrook  Church,  faith  its  nearly  as  bad, 
Tho'  dilf  rent, — its  barker  'j^  a  cortical  lad, — 


TIME  AT  A   STAND.  5/ 

Prince  Crawford,  whom  petticoats  love  to  run  after  ; 
He  shakes    the  Church    steeple, — but   faith,  its  with 

laughter. 
One  eye  lifted  up  towards  old  maidens,  is  praying ; 
While  the  other,  in  search  of  \k\Q  young  ones,  is  straying  : 
He's  watched,  to  be  sure,  by  his  wife,  but  what  then  ? 
Sure  David  was  watched, — that  example  of  men  ! 
Yet  David  found  time  through  his  psalm-singing  leisure 
To  gaze  on  "Bethsheba  and  chaunt  with  more  pleasure. 
Inspired  by  God's  handy  work,  seen  in  that  form 
Which  even  a  Bishop's  devotion  might  warm  ! 
Well,  send  me,  I  pray  you,  wherever  you  please. 
But  to  no  Churchless  parish,  or  Chapel  of  Ease  : 
Leave  them  for  the  Beneficed  knaves  who  ne'er  click 

at  all. 
Who  bandy  a  Living  as  boys  do  a  cricket-ball.* 
Let  me  have  a  great  Church  with  a  candlestick  steeple. 
Where  dress  and  flirtation  will  bring  many  people  : 
Such  as  the  Bethesda  where,  under  Mathias, 
Young  virgins  at  market,  for  love,  will  grow  pious  ; 
And  one-shirted  beaux  may  cast  their  May-flies 
On  the  brook  of  devotion  to  hook  up  a  prize. 
Or  th'  Asylum  iuLeeson  street,  take  for  example. 

Where  Ladies,  turuM^ s  in  "Virtue's  ensample." 

But,  no  !  I  forgot,  that  there  is  a  balker, 

I'd  be  surely  shut  out  till  I'd  turn  a  street- walker  !t 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

•  The  "  cunning:e"  Poet  referreth,  "gentle  reader,"  to  tlint  most  spi- 
ritual  class  of  absentee  pluralists,  who,  though  they  receive  several 
thousands  annually  for  the  "cure  of  souls,"  never  "click"  or  preach 
at  all,  hut  leave  Parish  business  to  ho  mouthed  by  one  of  their  numerous 
"barkers"  or  Curates,  like  those  lazy  hospital  surgeons  who  abandon  the 
patients  whom  they  should  attend  themselves,  to  their  apprentices,  we 
suppose  on  the  convenient  old  principle  of  "  qui  fact  I  per  nlinm,  facit 

perse.     The  Rev.  Mathew  P ,  a  Fitzwiliiam-sqiinre  and   coach- 

and   four- driving  "shepherd  of  souls,"  is  not  the   least  eminent  speci- 
men of  this  truly  jipostolic  genus. 

t  The  following  story  concerning  the  celebrated  "  dulce  domum"  of 
ei  devnni  virginity,  mentioned  in  our  text,  furnishe*  at  present  it  great 
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58  TIMB  AT  A  STAND. 

However,  there's  Kingstown,  or  Celbridge,  or  Lucan, 
Where  people  are  cured  by  the  spa  or  by  puking, 
Sure  there,  I  might  settle,  no  clock-saver  near. 
To  mend  me,  like  Parsons — at  so  much  a  year. 
But  when  constipation  gets  hold  of  my  maw. 
The  parish  may  dose  me  with  Collins's  spa. 
Then  send  me,  good  Bishops,  to  Lucan,  I  say. 
And  for  all  of  your  souls  by  the  hour  will  I  puay. 

NOTES   AND  COMMENTS. 

deal  of  profane  merriment  to  the  Romish  wits  of  this  "  ere  city." 
A  poor  girl  from  the  "  blaclc  North"  presented  herself  to  the  sanctified 

Mrs.  L ,   the  head   of  the   Establishment,   and  requested    to  be 

received  into  its  vestal  precincts,  alleging,  that  as  the  little  stock  of 
money  which  was  subscribed  by  her  friends  to  pay  her  travelling 
expences,  was  exhausted,  and  as  the  family  to  which  she  was  going 
to  "  sarvice"  on  the  death  of  her  father  and  mother,  had  gone  to 
"  foreign  parts,"  she  hoped  Mrs.  L ,  of  whose  numerous  chari- 
ties she  had  heard,  would  save  her  from  the  streets  in  a  city  where, 
from  her  friendless  condition,   she   had  no  other  mode  of  subsistence. 

•'  Indeed,"  said  Mrs.  L ,  "I  do  not  dou'bt  what  you   have  told 

me,  and  I  am  really  sorry  for  your  distress  j  but,  this  Establish- 
ment is  only  open  to  persons  who  have  unhappily  lost  their  cha- 
racters,  and  by  the  'grace  of  the  Lord'  have  '  turned  from  their 
evil  ways.'"  "Ah  I  my  Lady,"  answered  the  poor  Brunswicker  in 
petticoats,  "what  am  I  to  do?  I  have  never  lost  my  '  characther,'  and 
I  hav'  n't  a  penny?"     "I  really   can't  help  you,"  interrupted  Mrs. 

L .  "  I  have  nothing  for  you  ;  I  have  other  business  to  mind,  so 

good  morning  to  you."  The  rejected  candidate  departed,  but  by  no 
meat.n&  *' rejoicing  on  her  ways,"   as  our  readers  may  easily  imagine. 

However,  the  next  day  she  presented  herself  to  Mrs.  L ,  with  a 

"joyous  countenance."     "  3Iy  good    girl,"  observed  Mrs.  L , 

rather  sharply,  "  I  really  don't  know  what  brings  you  here  again  ;  I  told 
you  you  would  not  suit  this  place."  "Ohl  my  Lady,"  retorted  the 
maiden,  with  "  all  her  blushing  honours  thick  upon  her"  I  met  my  old 
friend  Jack  •••»  of  Lord  Farnham's  yeomanry  last  night,  and,  please 
your  Ladyship,  I'm  noio  fit  to  be  taken  in  1" 

[Magdaliana,   or  Reminiscences  of  "  INIaids  who  loved   (he 
Moon,  "  hy  the  late  liight  Rev,  Dr.  "  Nox." 


SONG  OF  LUCIFER. 


Who  will  not  say.  "  the  proverb's  truth  is  shown — 

THE  DEVIL  IS  ALWAYS  SURE  TO  MIND  HIS  OWN? 

Scrap-Book  of  the  Comet  C(uh, 


SONG  OF  LUC1FER,(1) 

ON     THE 

LOSS  OF  HIS  BEST  BELOVED  CHlLDj 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  SATAN  FOR  THE  FALL  OF  THE 
"CHURCH  OF  MAMMON. 

Am — "  Farewell,  farewell  to  thee,  Araby's  danghltr." 


The  tabernacles  of  robbers  prosper,  and  they  that  provoke  God  are  iecurc ;    into 

whose  hand  God  bringeth  abundantly. 
A  generation  whose  teeth  are  as  swords,  and  their  jaw-teeth  as  knives,  to  devour  th« 

poor  from  off  the  earth,  and  the  needy  from  among  men. 
Ye  serpents,  ye  generation  of  vipers,  hoiv  can  ye  escape  the  damnation  of  hell  fi'2) 

Job  %ii.  6.     Proverbs  xxx.  14.    Matthew  xxiil.  33. 


Fauewell,  farewell,  oh  !  Hypocuisy's  daughter, 
(Thus  warbled  Old  Nick  over  each  fallen  See,) 

NOTES  AND  COM.MEN'TS  FOR  THE  APPIIOB.\TION  Ol'  "THE  KILDABE- STUEET 

SOCIETY." 

(1)  We  all  recollect  Doctor  Magee's  venomous  antithesis,  that  "the 
Catholics  had  a  church  without  a  religion,  and  the  Dissenters  a  religion 
without  a  church  j"  and  as  his  Grace  would  not  dispute  with  us  when 
alive  that  Lucifer  literally  signifieth  a  "  ligAt-drmger,"  we  would  not 
be  surprised  if  some  of  the  episcopal  brethren  of  his  "  Glendalach"  Lord- 
ship should  tell  the  Parsons  in  one  of  those  effusions  of  splenetic  ortho- 
doxy called  Charges,  that  said  Lucifer  is  king  of  the  "  New-lights," 
since  they  are  now  becoming  quite  as  hostile  to  the  Establishment 
as   "  mere  benighted  Papists."     ' 

(2)  These,  it  will  be  remembered,  are  the  very  words  of  our  Saviour 
himself  against  the  Pharisees  or  Jewish  Parsons  of  his  day,  who, 
with  all  their  faults,  never  exacted  payment  from  the  members  of  any 
religion  but  their  own.  Make  the  most  of  this  denunciation,  ye  sabre- 
and  musket-supported  successors  of  those  avaricious  hypocrites  I  1  ! 
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No  reptile  e'er  lay  in  a  Tbknch(3j  of  Log  water 
More  foul  in  his  slime,  than  thy  Bishops  in  thee. 

Oh,  pure  was  the  Church,  every  blessing  bestowing  ; 

How  holy  it  was  till  wealth's  luxury  came 
Like  a  blue-bottle  fly  o'er  a  joint  of  meat  blowing, 

Destroying  its  sweetness,  and  tainting  the  same. 

But,  long  in  green  Erin,  on  each  sunny  highland. 
Shall  Pat  and  his  Sheelaii  remember  the  doom 

Of  the  tyrants  who  prey'd  on  the  "Emerald  Island," 
With  none  but  the  Devil  to  mourn  o'er  their  tomb« 

And  still  when  the  bright  merry  harvest  is  burning. 
And  calls  to  the  corn-fields  the  young  village  maid. 

The  humblest,  when  thence  from  their  labour  returning. 
Will  sit  down  content,  with  "  no  tithes  to  be  paid." 

The  smart  peasant  lad  with  his  tight  doe-skin  breeches. 
When  he  trots  off  to  Mass,  on  some  festival  day. 

Will  laugh  at  the  fall  of  thy  pomp  and  thy  riches. 
When  Parliament  takes  all  thy  acres  away. 

Nor  shall  Eiii  N,  long  curs'd  with  thy  harpies,  forget  thee. 
Though  Unionists (4)  heed  not  her  tears  as  they  start, 

NOTES  AND  COMMKNT.S  lOR  THK  APPROBATJON  OF  "  THE  KII.DAIIE-STREBT 
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(3)  There  are  some  satirical  persons  who  spitefully  say  in  the  words 
of  Doctor  Garth, 

"  The  vilest  rubbish  fills  a  tbbnxh  the  best," 
and  maintain  that  our  harmless  line  containcth  an  allusion  to  a  renowned 
Archdeacon  in  the  "  PFest  conntrt'e,"  who  forsook  the  service  of  Bellqpa 
for  the  more  profitable  calling  of  the  Gospel ;  hut  tue  trust  it  is  quite 
needless  for  us  to  state,  (hat  our  profound  reverence  for  such  a  "  holy 
man,  "  completely  prerludeth  the  remotest  possibility  of  such  an  impious 
insinuation. 

(4)  When  Malachy  I.  was  preparing  to  rescue  this  country  from  the 
yoke  of  the  Danish  tyrant  Turgesius,  in  the  ninth  century,  it  is  said 
that  he  asked  him  "  What  shall  (  do  to  get  rid  of  an  immense  number 
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Close,  close  by  my  side,  I  for  ever  will  set  thee ; 
You  know  you  were  ever  the  pride  of  my  heart. 

Farewell,  be  it  mine  still  to  comfort  your  pillow 

With  the  "warmest    reception^*    that   glows    in   the 
deep;  (5) 

While  rock'd  upon  Phlegkthon's(6)   classical  billow, 
The  Devils  themselves  cannot  lull  ye  to  sleep. 

Around  ye  the  folds  of  the  snake  shall  be  coiling 

That  allured  man  to  taste  the  "  first  fruits" (7)  of 
the  tree ; 

With  seas  of  hot  sulphur  that's  ceaselessly  boiling. 
We  "Angels  of  Darkness*'  have  treasur'd  for  ye. 
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of  ravenous  birds  that  have  lately  overspread  and  laid  waste  this 
island  ?"  The  unsuspicious  barbarian  replied,  "  You  must  first  destroy 
their  nests."  Malachy  put,  in  practice  this  allegorical  advice  l)y  killing 
its  author  and  destroying  the  fortresses  of  his  followers.  Can  there  be 
a  better  exemplification  of  those  "ravenous  birds"  than  our  modern 
Parsons  ?  They  are  the  true  Danes  by  whom  the  Turgesius  policy  of 
England  has  trampled  and  crushed  this  beautiful,  fertile,  and  yet 
wretched  province  in  the  dust.  They  are  the  real  Bastilles  by  which 
she  /las  maintained,  and  tvitl  maintain  her  emaciating  oppression  in 
this  unhappy  land,  until  insulted  Christianity  is  vindicated  by  the  utter 
overthrow  of  their  Heathenish  temporalities.  They  are  the  Duilian 
grappling-irons  by  which  the  otherwise  unassailable  liberties  of  our 
country  have  been  destroyed  by  English  usurpation.  In  fine,  they  were 
the  chief  promoters  of  the  unnatural  and  illegal  Union,  as  they  were 
well  convinced  that  the  existence  of  their  Mammon  Establishment 
would  be  incompatible  with  the  continuation  of  national  independence. 

(5)  According  to  some  theologians,  (and  it  appears  they  are  7iow  right) 
hell  is  "  situate,  lying  and  being"  in  the  bottom  of  the  "  deep,  dee})  sea," 
in  which,  we  suppose,  those  mitres  are  to  lie  found,  for  v/ii'h  our 
friend,  the  Parson,  is  represented  as  fishing,  in  the  First  Part  of  the 

Horn-Book  !  ".  ! 

(6)  Phlegethon,  a  "  river  of  fire'  in  (he  infernal  regions.  We  wish 
the  Bishops  and  Parsons  joy  of  their  uuirm  hath  !  !  ! 

(7)  Moore  in  his  "  Memoirs  of  Captain  Rock,  '  mentions  a  work 
written  in  defence  of  tithes,  by  a  member  of  that  pre  eminently  pious  and 
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I'll  go  to  D'Olier-strf.et,   where  Horn-Books  ara 
selling, 

And  back  with  the  "Second  Edition"  I'll  come, 
To  show  ye  the  print  where  the  Bishop  is  yelling 

With  all  the  sharp  thorns  sticking  into  his . 

Farewell,  farewell,  and  while  Pity's  sweet  fountain 
Shall  flow  for  the  thousands  you  sent  to  their  grave^ 

The  blood-sucking  tithcrs  of  bog  and  of  mountain, (8j 
Like  Dives,  a  drop  of  cold  umter  shall  crave  !  !  ! 
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disinterested  class  of  society,  called  Parsons.     We  learn  from  the  Reve- 
rend author,   that  this  ecclesiastical  imposition  (in  every  sense  of  the 
word,)  was  first  paid   by  a  no  less  celebrated  country  ifentleman  than 
Adam  :  he  forgets,  however,  obser%-es  Moore,  to  mention  "  to  what  Parish 
Church  Adam  paid  his  tithes."     We  quote  these  ideas  with  reluctance, 
as  a  specimen  of  the  lanjruage  we  daily  hear  uttered  by  the  numerous 
profane  scoffers  &X  "Holy   Church,"  who   live   in  our  unhappy  times; 
but  we  maintain,  from  the  expression  "  first  fruits"  in  the  song  of 
one  who  certainly  was  in  Paradise,  that  the  tithe-system  existed  there, 
though  we  know  there  are  some  wicked  carpers  who  will  {.resume  to 
ask,  "  If  so,  hoiv  could  it  be  Paradise  f 

(8)   Proceedings   are  at  this  moment  going  on   against  between  one 
and   two  hundred  poor  yiountaineers,  in  the  County   ••••••••• 

for  an  arrear  of  tithe  claimed  to  be  due  to  the  Reverend    *   *    •    •  •  • 

who  died  in  1825  or  0.  These  miserable  beings,  whether  defeated  or 
successful,  are  sure  to  be  totally  ruined  by  the  expense  of  the  law  pro- 
ceedings, and  to  add  to  the  hardship  of  their  case,  the  barren  mountain 
from  which  they  have  to  extract  a  scanty  subsistence  by  the  dint  of 
hard  labour,  was  only  lately  discovered  to  btlong  to  any  parish,  by  the 
persecuxing  sagacity  of  a  well  known  six-and-eight-penny  *'  Gentleman 
by  Act  of  Parliament.  '  When  Soame  Jenyns  was  asked  what  was 
the  difference  l)etwecn  an  attorney  and  a  solicitor?  he  replied,  "  The 
same  that  there  is  between  an  alligator  and  a  crocodile."  Poor  alli- 
gators and  crocodiles,  if  you  devour  a  man,  you  soon  put  him  out  of 
pain,  and  you  do  not  beggar  his  children  or  his  heirs  ;  but  your  gold- 
devouring  brothers-in-/(7M)  swallow  the  whole  substance  of  the  unfortu- 
nate, and  afterwards  consign  their  families  to  the  miseries  of  poverty. 
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"  *  •  *  Ye  walked  according  to  the  course  of  this  world,  according  to  the  Prince  of 
"  the  power  of  the  air;  the  spirit  that  now  worketh  in  the  children  of  disobedience." — 
St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Kphesians,  c.  ii.  v.  2. 

Extract  ftom  a  forthcoming  work,  entitled,  "  Terts  for  liishops  and  Parsons," 
by  Philip  Dixon  Hardv,  M.R.I.A.  !  1 !  !  !  1 
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TRAN'SI.ATED  IX'TO  EN'aLISH. 


DruMulis  Persoiiie— GREENHORN  and  ECHO. 

[The  reporter  of  the  following  colloquy,  is  of  opinion 
that  the  invisible  speaker,  who  for  distinction's  sake  is 
called  Echo,  was  not  really  Echo,  but  a  certain  spirit 
from  the  other  world,  who  artfully  substituted  himself 
in  place  of  "the  nymph  who  dwells  unseen."  The 
reporter  thinks  he  can  assign  three  very  good  reasons 
in  support  of  this  opinion.  First,  the  invisible  jester 
replies  in  such  terms  as  indicate  both  the  mission  and 
person  of  the  supposed  Echo.  Secondly,  the  solilo- 
quies and  interrogatories  of  the  young  aspirant  after 
"  rapine  in  the  holocaust,"  are  often  continued  to  a 
very  great  length  before  they  are  interrupted,  for  every 
one  knows  that  the  sportive  Echo  delights  in  quick  and 
frequent  replications.  Thirdly,  the  scene  is  a  wood- 
land attached  to  a  Parsonage,  lying  and  situate  between 
the  towns  of  *  *  *  and  *  *  *,  in  the  King's  County. 
The  colloquy,  by  a  singular  coincidence,  is  almost  a 
translation  of  Erasmuses  Echo.] 

Greenhorn — I'm  at  a  loss  to  know  my  future  situation 
in  life.  Will  I  be  an  attorney,  a  tailor,  a  gaoler,  or  a 
Bishop  ? 

Echo — A  Bishop  ! 

Greenhorn — For  your  life  and  soul,  do  not  recom- 
mend me  any  situation  that  would  keep  a  poor,  bewil- 
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dered,  woolgatliering  greenhorn  from  safely  entering 
the  kingdom  come. 

Echo  [/n  a  quizzical  tone] — Come,  come. 

Greenhorn — But  I  want  a  direct  answer  ? 

Echo — Anser  !* 

Greenhorn — I'm  neither  goose  nor  gander,  for  I'm  a 
Trinity-College-bred  man.  Nor  have  I  got  a  vocation 
for  the  thimble  and  goose. 

Echo  [^Aside] — Goose! 

Greenhorn — Goose,  do  you  say  ?  why  I  wouldn't  be 
the  "  ninth  part  of  a  man"  for  all  that  the  big  Bishop 
of  Meath  is  worth  in  the  world.  Davy  M^Cleery  is  a 
more  efficient  bit  of  a  mortal  in  constitutional  patch- 
work, than  ever  I  can  pretend  to  be ;  though  bred,  born 
and  reared  to  "  earn  my  bread,"  I  don't  like  to  do  so 
by  the  "  sweat  of  my  brow,"  (for  I  leave  that  to  those 
who  are  able  and  willing  to  work,)  but  at  the  expense 
of  those  whom  Providence  destined  to  work  for  me  and 
my  confreres. 

Echo — Work  for  mk  and  my  confreres  ! 

Greenhorn — May  be  I  will ;  and  I'll  strive   to  "work 


NOTES  AND  COMJIENTS. 

*  The  Latin  for  the  favourite  bird  of  the  "  Knights  of  the  Needle." 
This  reminds  us  of  a  ludicrous  anecdote,  related  of  a  celebrated  dunce 
in  Clonjfowes  Wood,  who  being  asked  the  Latin  word  for  goose  (i.  e. 
himselfj  by  one  of  the  Professors,  elbowed  his  next  neighbour  to 
prompt  him.  He  was  repeatedly  told  anser,  anser  \  but,  thinking  him- 
self quizzed,  he  still  kept  elbowing  and  hesitating  to  give  a  reply, 
while  his  useless  friend  continued  to  say  "anser,"  At  length,  irritated 
at  what  he  thought  to  be  such  an  imseasonable  jest,  the  *'  enraged 
dunce"  turned  round  upon  his  prompter  and  roared  out,  "Answer! 
answer! — how  the  devil  can  I  answer  when  you  won't  tell  me  what  I 
want  to  know  ?"  "  Pat,  my  boy,"  said  the  Professor,  "  go  away  imme- 
diately and  get  twice  nine  ferulas" — a  mode  of  hand-bastinado, 
"  gentle  reader,"  of  which,  if  thou  hast  ever  partaken,  thou  wilt  be  as 
little  inclined  as  "poor  Pat"  was  to  call  his  master  a  "Professor  of 
Httmanity," 
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out  my  salvation  with  fear  and  trembling/'*  though  my 
father,  (God  convert' him)  is  now  in  greater  fear  and 
tr  embling  about  his  living  than  he  is  or  ever  was  about 
his  salvation.  He  intends  to  sail  off  to  heaven  on  a 
feather-bed,  and  I  dare  say  he'll  as  surely  get  into  the 
Caelum  Empyraeum  as  I  have  past  over  the  last  month 
of  July. 

JEcho — You  lie. 

Greenhorn — /  lie !  when  my  father  preaches  that  the 
infidel  and  the  deist  are  now  laying  the  axe  to  the  root 
of  religion ;  but  stop  !  let  me  think  !  indeed  I  never 
could  find  in  my  Bible  that  apostolic  poverty  and  self- 
denial  was  irreligion,  and  that  the  essence  of  religion 
consisted  in  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness.  So  far 
from  it  that  I  never  read  in  any  book,  sacred  or  profane, 
that  a  man  will  be  damned  for  being  poor,  and  will  not 
be  saved  unless  he  give  the  lie  to  Solomon  for  saying 
that  "  it  is  a  wicked  thing  to  love  money," 

Echo — Love  money  ! 

Greenhorn — To  be  sure  I  will  if  I  be  a  Bishop ;  but, 
St.  Paul  says,  that  "  without  faith  it  is  impossible  to 
please  God;"  and,  (noAv  that  I  recollect  myself,)  my 
father  and  others  not  caring  much  whether  saving  faith 
is  to  be  found  in  the  Koran  or  in  the  Athanasian  Creed, 
interpret  St.  Paul  in  this  way :  "  Without  shovel-hats 
full  of  money  it  is  impossible  to  please  God."  I  should 
suppose  that  Mammon  is  my  father's  god,  and  there  are 
many  other  household  gods  whom  my  father  adores. 

Echo :  W s  !     w s  !  ! 

Greenhorn — I  am  digressing  from  the  main  point. 
I  wish  to  step  into  ease  and  affluence  with  as  little  diffi- 
culty as  the  Kilkenny  apothecary,  who  was  metamor- 
phosed into  a  ready-made  Parson  by  Bishop  O'Beirne. 

Echo — Earn  ! 

NOTE  AND  COMMENT. 

*  Of  being  shot  by  the  Whitehoys ! 
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Greenhorn — 1  will  to  be  sure,  but  with  as  little  trouble 
as  I  can.  Was  not  the  apothecary,  with  his  few  scraps 
of  Latin,  and  with  no  other  Greek*  than  TTo\v(^\oia^oio 
Oa\aa<Tr}g,  immediately  promoted  to  holy  orders,  and 
then  to  a  fat  living  of  a  thousand  a  year ;  and  all  this 
for  administering  one  night  after  punch,  a  patent  emetic 
to  enable  the  Right  Rev.  Father  in  God,  Thomas  Lewis 
O'Beirne,  Bishop  of  Ossory,  to  empty  his  holy  intestines 
for  a  second  round  of  stuffing  with  victuals  and  costly 
wines  ?  I  know  a  little  of  emeticology,  and  might  be 
of  some  use  to  one  of  Dr.  O'Beirne's  successors,  and  of 
a  great  deal  of  use  to  myself,  if  I  should  fare  as  well  in 
this  world  as  did  the  Kilkenny  pharmacopolist.  Tell 
me  now,  once  for  all,  whether  I'm  to  be  an  attorney, 
a  parson,  a  bum  or  a  bishop  ? 

Echo — A  parson,  a  bum,  or  a  bishop. 

Greenhorn — Nine  distinct  syllables  from  Echo,  'pon 
my  honour.  Perfect  echo,  indeed.  And  who  could 
have  noticed  this,  unless  a  yearling  jib  like  me,  that 
has  taken  out  a  Science  medal  in  T.  C.  D.,  for  his  pro- 
found knowledge  in  phonics  and  fluxions  and  pneuma- 
tology,  and  Dr.  Hales  on  the  infinitesimal  hair-splitting 
of  the  enharmonic  sounds  ? 

Echo — Zounds ! 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

*  Alluding  to  Homer's  famous  line, 

Bi)  0   aKtiov  Trapd  9Xva  ttoXv^XoiV/Soio  OaXaffffijg, 
so  admirably  descriptive  of  the  sea,  and  so  miserably  diluted  in  Pope's 
"Silent  he  went  along  the  sounding  main." 
Perhaps  the  only  verse  in  our  language  that  can  give  an  English 
reader  an   idea  of  the  magnificent  thunder  of  the  original  Greek,  is 
the  concluding  one,  from  the  following  triplet  in  Dryden's  translation 
of  Virgil's  celebrated  Tempest  in  the  Georgics  : — 
"  *  *  Whole  sheets  descend  of  sluicy  rain 


The  dikes  are  filled  ;  and,  with  a  roaring  sound, 

■n»e  rising  rivers  float  the  nether  ground ; 

And  rooks  the  bellowing  voice  of  Ooiling  teas  rebo 


■     } 

ound,  J 
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Greenhorn — At  all  events,  I  have  learned  enough  of 
Greek  and  Latin,  and  a  gentleman's  knowledge  of  phis 
and  inimus  and  polar  co-ordinates,  to  carry  me  safe  and 
sound  through  this  half-learned  world  of  ours.  I  read 
in  the  Comet  some  time  since,  a  curious  article  called 
"  A  Buckthorn  FOR  the  Curates  and  small  Fry  of 
THE  Established."  This  buckthorn  has  wonderfully 
opened  my  eyes  as  to  the  art  of  Parson-making.  Very 
well  then— 

I  wish  to  live  a  life  of  ease  ; 
Make  me  a  Parson,  if  you  please. 

jEcAo— If  you  please. 

Greenhorn — Yes,  yes,  a  Parson  I  must  be.  The  life, 
the  thrice-happy  life  of  a  holy  Parson  is  a  royal  acquisi- 
tion. "  No  man  knoweth  love  or  hatred  by  all  that  is 
before  him."  Ergo,  I  know  not  at  this  moment  whe- 
ther I  shall  be  as  well  off  in  the  tiext  world  as  Bishop 
O'Beirne  loas  in  this.  "  Better  to  reign  in  hell  than 
serve  in  heaven,"  is  the  language  of  a  devil ;  but  it  is 
the  language  of  many  a  Bishop  too.  No  life  like  that 
of  a  Parson.  Sons  and  daughters  easily  provided  for, 
iu  this  world  at  least.  If  I  be  unable  to  provide  for 
daughters,  the  creatures  themselves  can  do  it  in  the 
city  of  London.  Any  Parson,  if  he  pleases,  may  be 
cock,  and  his  children,  chicks.  Many  a  holy  man  of 
my  acquaintance  is  over-scrupulously  anxious  to  comply 
with  the  primaeval  injunction,  "  Crescite  8f  multipli- 
camini."  I  know  a  Curate  that  is  partial  to  the  Popish 
exposition  of  the  aforesaid  text,  but  he  finds  the  prac- 
tice of  that  anti-petticoat  explanation  so  troublesome, 
that  (poor  devil)  he  is  longing  to  become  a  ciickoo  ! 

Echo — Cuckoo !  cuckoo !  cuckoo ! 

Greenhorn — Papa  and  Mamma  have  given  me  a  few 
lessons  in  "The  Ecclesiastical  Tom  Thumb  Book." 
This  nice  little  book  is  an  old  family  piece.  It  is  also 
called,  and  with  very  good  reason  too,  "  A  Parsonical 
Glossary    of  such  hard  words  as  occur  in  Scripture." 
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From  this  little  book  and  from  the  Comet  Buckthorn, 
I  derived  more  profitable  instruction  than  1  ever  did 
from  Stillingfleet,  Bramhall,  and  Mosheim.  With  your 
leave  I'll  give  you  a  column  from  the  Glossary  : — 

Apostlk — (From  the  Greek  airoanWuv,  to  send) — 
One  sent  to  plunder  those  who  reject  his  mission  ;  a 
Bishop  worth  £20,000  per  annum  ;    one  sent  with  a 
squad  of  yeomen  to  massacre  people  for  refusing  to 
starve  themselves  in  order  to  feast  "  Holy  Church." 

Poverty  of  Spirit — Want  of  compassion  for  the 
poor. 

Heaven — A  good  Living  capable  of  supplying  a  mi- 
nister of  the  Gospel  with  all  the  luxuries  that  a  most 
voluptuous  heart  could  wish  for  either  here  below,  or 
in  Mahomet's  heaven.  Hence,  we  deduce  a  very  na- 
tural interpretation  of  the  first  beatitude,  "  Blessed  are 
the  poor  in  spirit,  for  their's  is  the  kingdom  of  hea- 
ven." With  a  little  ingenuity,  the  remaining  seven 
beatitudes  may  be  made  to  answer  all  the  purposes  of 
an  apostle  that  yawneth  after  the  land  of  the  living, 
and  the  "  Heaven  of  Preferment." 

Lamentations — A  most  mournful  poem  composed 
by  the  Prophet  Jeremiah.  In  this  poem,  the  Prophet  bc- 
waileth  him  sore  for  the  loss  of  tithes.  He  attributes 
the  dovi^nfall  of  religion,  and  all  the  calamities  of  the 
people,  to  the  seizure  of  exorbitant  wealth  amassed  by 
Shepherds  who  Jleeced  but  did  not  feed  the  flock.  The 
passages  in  which  the  Prophet  bewails  the  poverty  of 
the  lazy,  dumb  dogs,  are  exceedingly  pathetic. 

Faith — A  shovel-hat-full  of  guineas  at  a  maximum. 
Hence,  it  happens  that  the  faith  of  Church-men  is  a 
sort  of  variable  quantity,  ebbing  and  flowing  like  the  tide. 
In  other  words,  faith  is  the  tide  that  ebbs  and  flows  on 
the  "  Sea  of  Sees".  It  was  only  of  late  years  that  faith 
was  discovered  to  be  a  real  mathematical  quantity,  the 
property  of  which  is  exhibited  in  this  very  simple  for- 
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mula,  F=L,  where  F  is  put  for  Faith,  the  symbol  = 
for  vaines  as*  L,  for  Living.  Bishop  Brinkley  may 
be  acquainted  with  other  algebraical  and  Jluxional  pro- 
perties of  saving  Faith.  Perhaps  he  might  favour  the 
Royal  Irish  Academy  with  a  memoir  on  this  important 
subject. 

Good  Works — The  levying  of  tithe  upon  corn,  cab 
bage,  potatoes,  poultry  and  other  necessaries  of  life. 
Tithe  must  be  levied  every  year,  otherwise  there  would 
be  a  failure  in  the  purse,  and  in  spite  of  glebe-lands, 
you  may  be  forced  to  sell  your  hounds,  horses  and  car- 
riages. It  was  very  true  then  for  St.  James  to  remark- 
that  "faith  without  good  works  is  dead."t  If  Luther 
had  felt  the  blessings  of  the  tithe-system,  only  half  as 
well  as  the  late  Bishop  of  Derry,  he  would  not  have 
been  fool  enough  to  call  St.  James's  Epistle,  an  Epistle 
of  straw.  The  Rhemish  Testament  says,  I  believe,  that 
we  should  labour  by  good  tuorks  to  make  our  election 
sure.  Quaere,  why  don't  we  take  into  our  authorised 
version,  the  words,  good  ivorks,  which  are  found  in  the 
Rhemish  version,  but  not  in  ours  ? 

Scrip  and  Staff — A  large  money-bag,  and  a  parlia- 
mentary crosier.  This  interi)retation  of  scrij)  and  staff" 
is  so  very  lawful  that  it  ought  to  put  to  shame  our 
adversaries  who  pretend  to  shew  an  evident  contrast 
between  our  Bishops  and  the  Bishops  appointed  by  our 
Saviour  himself.  The  Apostles  were  certainly  com- 
manded not  to  have  the  second  coat ;  but  that  only 
meant  that  they  should  not  be  dressed  in  two  suits  of 
clothes  at  once.t 

NOTE  AND  COMMENT. 

*  Or — according  to. 

t  t.  e.  The  "  Established  Church"  will  he  ruined  without  iithe- 
coUecting  and  its  necessary  attendant,  peasant-shooting.  The  favorite 
Hiitheni  of  Parsons  is,  "  The  Lord  is  a  man  of  war."  It  seems,  how- 
ever, that  he  is  now  beginning  to  tnrn  his  arms  against  their  Reverences. 

X  Some  of  onr  present  bearers  of  a  Statute-book  Crozier  are  so  big, 
that,  but  for  the  sake  of  modesty,  one  suit  of  clothes  is  too  nuich  for  their 
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I  could  give  you  more  extracts  out  of  my  Glos- 
sory ;  but  those  1  have  given  will  suffice  to  shew  the 
ingenuity  of  our  Divines  in  getting  over  the  hardest 
passages  of  the  holy  Scripture. — Enough  then  of  Do- 
mestic and  College  lore  in  this  nob  of  mine,  I  presume. 

jEcAo— Resume. 

Greenhorn — Resume  what?  is  it  my  Academical 
studies  all  over  again  ? 

JEcho — Studies  all  over  again.' 

Greenhorn — Not  I,  in  troth.  Do  you  mean  I'm  as 
ignorant  now  as  when  I  first  entered  ?  Surely  I  can't 
be  so  igno-rant. 

Echo— Rant !  Rant ! 

Greenhorn — Are  you  serious  ? 

Echo — Yes,  yes ! 

Greenhorn — Oh  !  I  see  you  mean,  that  in  order  to 
become  a  true  preacher  of  God's  word,  I  should  begin 
my  studies  over  again.  But  to  be  a  gainer  by  God's 
word,  must  I  revise  what  I'm  certain  I  already  know. 

Echo — No,  no  ! 

Greenhorn — Have  I  not  yet  to  qualify  myself  for  the 
"  Calling"  by  the  laborious  study  of  Theology  ? 

Echo — Tea-ology.* 

Ch'eenhorn — They  say,  Theology  ought  not  to  be 
omitted. 

NOTES  ANE  COMMENTS. 

Graces.  Reader,,  did'st  thou  ever  behold  the  episcopal  "  man-mou7i- 
luin"  of  Meath,  or  in  plainer  terms,  Alexander  the  Great!  Verily, 
verily,  if  his  Lordship's  carnal  ideas  bear  any  proportion  to  his  bulk,  no 
one  had  ever  more  occasion  to  pray  against  the  "  desires  of  the^es^ !" 

♦  By  this  pre-eminently  orthodox  and  saintly,  though  rather  novel 
word  "  TEA-ology,"  we  presume  that  Greenhorn's  confidential  friend 
and  adviser  from  the  other  icorld !  thinketli  "  tea  and  the  word"  (the 
liberal  meaning  of  ology),  otherwise  "tea  and  Bible"  is  an  ample 
Parsonic  substitute  for  that  old  laborious  science  which  the  Romish 
Priests  denominate  THEology. — Indeed,  in  the  dictionary  of  the  Elect 
both  words  are  sononymous,  since  "the'  is  the  French  for  that  compa- 
nionable beverage  which,  in  the  language  of  Saint  Cpwper,  "  cheers, 
but  not  inebriates." 
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Echo — Omit  it. 

Greenhorn — But  what  must  I  have  in  its  stead, 
according  to  your  ad- vice  ? 

Echo — Vice. 

Greenhorn — Besides  Reverence,  Very  Reverence,  and 
Right  Reverence,  what  other  future  honours  await 
some  of  our  Green-horns  ? 

Echo — Horns  !  horns  !  horns  ! 

Greenhorn — What  are  those  about  who  look  for  pre- 
ferment beyond  a  Curacy  ? 

Echo — A  See. 

Cfreenhorn — What  is  chiefly  aimed  at  by  those  gen- 
tlemen-saints who  covet  pluralitees  ? — 

Echo — Ease ! 

Greenhorn — Certainly  !  for  I'm  thinking  it  would,  be 
as  easy  to  get  a  jack-ass  to  play  on  the  trombone,  as 
to  find  among  those  modern  "apostles"  a  real  Naza- 
rite,  begad. 

Echo — Right,  begad. 

Greenhorn — Do  such  modern  "  ajtostles"  give  the  lie 
to  Peter  and  Paul  ? 

Echo—hW  ! 

Greenhorn — But  surely,  for  the  treasures  which  these 
holy  men  store  up  in  their  palaces,  their  Reverences, 
and  Right  Reverences  are  not  ungrateful  to  our 
Maker?  Don't  they  turn  up  to  Heaven  the  whites 
of  their  eyes,  and  say,  Blessed  be  the  name  of  God  ? 

JScAo— Odd  ! 

Greenhorn — It  seems  so  indeed,  yet  I've  something 

odder    to  say  about  the   famous  E y  Parson.     On 

his  leaving  an  inn  t'other  day,  he  was  requested  by 
the  servant  to  leave  something  behind  hhn.  His  Reve- 
rence immediately  called  to  mind  (for  his  mind  is  an 
immense  store-house  of  every  thing  gross,)  that  he 
once  read  of  Dean  Swift's  "  Wonderful  Wonder  of 
Wonders,"  who  though  a  stingy,  grijmig  fellow,  seldom 
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goes  of  a  night  to  a  gentleman's  house  without  leaving 
something  behind  him.  Accordingly  his  modest  Reve- 
rence called  the  attendant,  a  very  decent  woman,  to  a 
certain  room  up-stairs,  and  said  to  her,  "  there  is  all  I 
intend  leaving  behind  me" — very  much  indeed  to  the 
credit  of  the  Parsonical  dynasty. 

JEcho — Nasty  !  nasty  !  nasty  ! 

Greenhorn — I  could  tell  you  still  more  about  this  nasty 
fellow,  but  I'm  in  a  pucker.  Public  opinion  is  so 
changed  with  regard  to  the  Parsons,  that  it  will,  I  fear, 
be  impossible  to  butter  my  bread  on  both  sides  by  the 
Levitical*  ways  of  the  Cross.  Petitions  will  be  poured 
in  against  us,  as  thick  as  hops.  What  will  we  do  in 
the  meanwhile.  Those  rascally  HoRN-BooK-men  dis- 
turbing our  centuries  of  repose,  and  labouring  to  anni- 
hilate our  otium  cum  dignitafe,  and  to  ensure  us  a 
millenium  of  otium  cum  odio ;  pestering  us  head  and 
ears,  (the  rascals  !)  like  a  bag  oi fleas. 

Echo — Fleece ! 

Greenhorn — Yes,  to  be  sure.  What  a  set  of  ninny- 
hammers  must  Saints  Athanasius,  Augustine,  Chrysos- 
tom,  and  the  other  shovel-hats  of  olden  time,  have  been, 
not  to  ensure  the  payment  of  their  dues  by  a  Newtown- 
barry  way  of  fulminating  ecclesiastical  censures  ?  What 
unfortunate  fellows.     No  proctors,  no  peelers,  no 


YEOMEN 


I  I  I 


Echo — No'1/eau-men  ?t 

XOTES  AXD  COMMEXTS. 

*  By  Levitical,  Greenhorn  meaneth  a  Jewish  pries!  or  tilAe-apecie'- 
ef  Christianity. 

t  Most  of  our  readers  must  have  heard,  if  they  have  unfortunately 
not  tasted  of  that  delicious  liqueur  from  Martinique,  called  "  No-t/eau, 
pronounced  in  plain  English  No-yeo."  Greenhorn's  friend  then  seems 
to  mean  that  the  Orange  yeomanry  are  quite  a  cordial  to  revive  the 
drooping  courage  of  Parsons  at  the  publication  of  the  Horn-Book,  and 
the  nunieruos  petitions  sending  to  Parliament  against  their  Reverence*. 
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Greeiihorn — No,  not  a  single  characteristic  of  the 
Church  Militant ;  for  which  let  us  pray. 

Echo — Let  us  prey  ! 

Greenhorn — Heavens !  how  the  twelve  apostles  and 
the  aforesaid  shovel-hats  would  rejoice,  if  they  had  but 
seven  fat  customers  of  their  own  cloth,  to  sit  and  prate 
the  people  out  of  their  patience  and  money  in  a  Roman 
or  Byzantine  Parliament. 

Echo — Lament  !  lament ! 

Greenhorn — Yes,  indeed,  the  whole  fabric  of  our 
Church  is  likely  to  tumble  to  its  foundation,  and  may 
be,  we'd  want  something  like  the  sword  of  Gideon 
(not  of  Gideon  Ouseley)  to  smite  Grey  and  Althorpe, 
the  Terry  Alts  and  Philistines  of  the  Ca-binet. 

Echo —  B  ay '  n  e  t . 

Greenhorn — Right.  Why  shouldn't  the  I'eligion  of 
the  Church  Militant  be  upheld  by  steel,  as  the  Borough- 
mongers  were  upheld  by  Parson  Hay's  sword  at  Man- 
chester ?  Why  should  a  gentlemanly  apostle  degrade 
himself  like  such  beggarmen  as  Peter  and  Matthew, 
by  wielding  no  other  weapon  than  a  pole  with  a  s-pike 
on  the  end  of  it. 

Echo — Pike  on  the  end  of  it. 

Greenhorn — ^To  be  sure,  to  be  sure.  Blessed  be  the 
Church  propped  up  by  a  musket,  and  a  pole  with  a 
pike  on  the  end  of  it. 

Echo — The  end  of  it. 

Greenhorn — Alackaday  !  I  believe  "  Babylon  the  Great 
is  fallen,  is  fallen."  Ouk  bva^y  aXX'  u7ra()  ia&XoVf  6  to^ 
reToXsafievov  earai.* 

Echo — Aye,  aye, 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

The  aforesaid  airy  gentleman  may  also  mean  that  the  "shearing 
shepherds"  will  soon  have  no  ewes  or  s/ictj)  under  their  pectiniary 
tutelage! 

*  It  is  not  a  dream,  but  a  beautiful  and  true  viaion,  for  scenej 
wkieh  shall  be  consummated  '. 
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Greenhorn — 'EvStKorp  Sc  kul  rvfji^ov  tir  uvtm  Tromiaai- 

/U£V.* 

Mcho — Amen. 

[Master  Greenhorn's  "  Parsonical  Glossary"  was  an 
old  family  specimen  of  Church  learning,  ^rst  published 
in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  VI.  and  secondly,  in  the 
time  of  the  "  Virgin  Queen"  It  is  almost  needless  to 
say  that  it  was  the  production  of  a  well-known  invisible 
hand!:!^ 

M.  C.  K. 

NOTE    AND   COMMENT. 

•  "  Most  certainly,  and  we  shall  raise  a  tomb  over  it"  For  the 
description  of  the  future  resting-place  of  "Holy  Church,"  see  the 
"Song  ok  Luoirsa." 
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Be  to  the  Poor  like  onic  whunstanc, 
Andhaud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane ; 
Ply  ev'rj'  art  o'  legal  thie\ing, 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing. 

BOBN'S. 
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ECCLESIASTICAL  LIFE. 

THE  CHOLERA  MORBUS  :  AVARUS,  THE  POT  HUNTER, 


As  a  false  report  has  gone  abroad  that  the  Russian 

cholera  had  got  into  the  village  of  h ,  in  the 

County ,  we  feel  great  pleasure  in  being  able, 

not  only  to  contradict  the  statement,  but  to  give  the  full 
particulars  of  the  circumstance  that  gave  rise  to  such  a 
report. 

SCENE: 

Paddy  Blanchjield's  cottage  in  the  village  of  L ;*  his 

wife  blowing   the  fire   under  a  pot  of  potatoes.     Enter 
Parson  Avarus,  who  sits  down  on  a  three-legged  stool. 

Parson  A, — Good  morrow  to  you,  Mrs.  Blanchfield  : 
how  are  your  husband  and  children  ? 

Peggy  B. — Bravely;  thang  God  an  your  Reverence. 

/ 

*  The  tithes  of  this  parish,  in  which  there  has  not  been  a  Church  or 
Resident  Clergjfnian  for  one  hundred  years,  were  valued  in  the  year 
1829  at  au  average  of  about  four  shillings  and  sixpence  per  acre,  on 
some  of  the  poor  ground  in  the  province  of  Leinster.  The  owner  of  these 
tithes  was  a  pluralist,  living  at  a  distance  of  seventy-four  miles  from  the 
parish,  which,  it  is  thought,  he  never  saw  six  times  during  his  life.  It 
was  not  necessary  that  he  should  have  a  Curate  in  the  parish,  as  there 
was  no  Church  in  it,  and  only  three  Protestant  families.  Some  time  in  the 
year  1829  he  died,  and  the  parish  was  then  transferred  to  a  gentleman 
living  in  Dublin,  who  does  the  same  laborious  duty  as  his  predecessor. 
In  18.30  this  last  Pastor  of  the  Faithful  instructed  his  proctor  (o  proceed  in 
the  usual  way  of  valuing  and  impounding,  and  canting  heifers,  pigs,  pot« 
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Isn't  it  past  niornin  now,  an  almost  dinner  time,  plaise 
your  Rev^erence  ? 

Parson  A. — So  it  is,  so  it  is ;  I  forgot  that  it  was  so 
far  in  the  day ;  but  now  you  talk  of  dinner  time,  what 
have  you  in  the  pot? — {Licking  his.  Reverend  lips  and 
patting  his  Reverend  stomach.'] 

Peggy  B. — [With  a  good  humoured  toss  of  her  head] 
The  ould  thing,  plaise  your  Reverence — praties  an  milk, 
what  we  have  every  day  in  the  year,  barn  Christmas- 

and  blankets.     The  last  proctor's  valuation  was  five  shillings  and  six- 
pence per  acre  an  average.     Just  at  the  same  critical  period  the  execu- 
tor or  administrator  of  the  deceased  Parson  caused  law  processes,  of  one 
kind  or  other,  to  be  served  on  all  the  farmers  living  in  the  parish,  and 
they  were  thus  beset  by  the  latitats  of  the  living  and  the  dead  Parson  at 
the  same  time.     In  the  fangs  of  a  notorious  village  pettifogger  and  a 
heartless  tithe-proctor,  several  of  the  poor  people  passed  their  notes  for 
the  amount  of  a  most  oppressive  valuation  of  their  crops,  while  others 
preferred  trying  the  law  with  their  tormentors,  which  they  did  to  their 
cost,  for  the  tithe-proctor  swore  to  bis  valuation,  and  they  were  every 
man  decreed  for  the  amount  thus  sworn  to.     I  met,  accidentally,  with 
one  of  those  wretched  people,  who  held  what  the  tithe-proctor  called  a 
garden  of  three  acres,  at  the  rere  of  his  cabin,  which  was  all  the  land  he 
held.     The  dead  Parson's  proctor  valued  his  crops  in  1829  at  six  shillings 
per   aci'e  ;   the  living  Parson's  proctor  valued  them  in   1830  at  seven 
shillings  per  acre.     He  had  improved  his  little  farm  very  much  by  heavy 
manuring  and  incessant  labour,  but  he  could  not  be  convinced  that  the 
Parson  had  a  right  to  the  tenth  of  his  manure  and  his  hard  labour.     He 
accordingly  refused  to  pay  the  valuation,  but  oflFered  what  he  considered 
a  fair  value  for  the  tithe.     This  offer  would  not  be  accepted,  and  he  was 
processed  by  the  proctors  of  the  dead  and  living  Parsons,  and  decreed. 
The  following  is  a  copy  of  his  account  of  the  transaction  : — 

Tithe  of  .S  acres  of  wheat  oats  and  potatoes,  for  1829,   £0  IS    0 
Law  costs  ..  ..  ..  ..  ..086 

Tithe  of  3  acres  of  same,  for  1830  ..  ..110 

Law  costs  ..  ..  ..  ..  ..086 


£2  16    0 


This  is  an  average  of  nine  shillings  and  fourpcnte  an  acre  for  the 
poor  man's  garden,  for  two  years  ;  and  were  it  not  for  his  tare  and  in- 
dustry, the  ground  would  not  be  worth  nine  shillings  and  fourpence  an 
acre  rent. 
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(lay  an  Easter  Monday,  whin  we  can  add  a  grain  iv  salt, 
an  a  pennerth  of  dip. 

Parson  A. — What  is  a  pennerth  of  dip  ? 

Peggy  B. — The  drippings  that  your  Honour's  cook 
sells  to  the  neighbours ;  what  falls  from  your  Reve- 
rence's roast  meat. 

Parson  A. — [A  little  fidgity.] — Do  you  know  that 
po-ta-toes  and  milk  are  very  wholesome  food — very 
strengthening — I  am  surprised  how  any  one  can  find 
fault  with  them. 

Peggy  B. — Maybe,  af  your  Honour  was  livin  on  them 
every  day  in  the  year  as  we  are,  the  sorrow  taste  too 
fond  ye'd  be  of  them. 

Parson  A. — Impos-si-ble,  Mistress  Blanchfield  !  and 
particularly  when  they  are  eaten  with  sweet  milk.  I 
suppose  it  is  sweet  milk  you  have  for  your  dinner  to- 
dav.     . 

Peggy  B. — Ab-bach-asthore  !  sweet  milk,  agrah  ? 
where  wid  the  likes  of  hus  get  that  ?  No  faiks,  its  brave 
fresh  butter-milk  from  Mr.  Brenan's  dairy. 

Parson  A. — Fresh  butter-milk  is  very  wholesome. — 
Will  the  potatoes  soon  be  boiled  ?  I  would  like  a  few  of 
them  with  your  good  fresh  butter-milk. 

Peggy  B. — An  welcome,  plaise  your  Reverence : 
they're  fine  new  pink-eyes  out  of  our  own  little  garden. 

Parson  A.  [Aside] — I  must  take  a  note  going  home, 
that  she  acknowledges  them  to  be  very  fine. 

Peggy  B. — Your  procther's  very  hard  on  us,  plaise 
your  Reverence ;  he  charges  ten  shillings  tithe,  though 
there's  only  half  an  acre  in  our  ground. 

Parson  A. —  [A  little  confused.] — Ten  shillings  tithe. 
Mis-tress  Blanch-field  ?  I  dare  say  the  potatoes  are  very 
good. — [In  an  insinuating  voice.] 

Peggy  B. — Indeed,  faith,  to  tell  the  truth,  they're 
remarkably  good ;  but  sure  its  the  gift  of  God  an  our 
own  labour  an  manure  made  them  what  thev  are. 
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Parson  A, — [Aside,  while  the  poor  womarti,  is  taking 
off  the  pot  of  potatoes.] — Remarkably  good!  I  must 
make  a  note  of  that.  Remarkably  good !  ten  shillings 
only,  on  a  crop  worth  £20,  1  dare  say  ?  I  see  I  must 
look  sharper. 

Enter  Paddy  Blanchjield. 

Paddy — [Doffing  the  caubeen.] — God  save  your  Reve- 
rence. 

Parson  A. — I'm  glad  to  see  you,  Paddy.  Where  have 
you  been  ? 

Paddy — Scourin  ditches  for  Mr.  Cummins,  plaise 
your  Reverence. 

Parson  A. — I  dare  say  you  have  good  wages  ? 

Paddy — Middlin,  plaise  your  Honour:  eight-pence  a 
day,  widout  victuals. 

Peggy  B. — Paddy,  the  praytees  'ill  be  could :  his  Re- 
verence says  he'll  eat  a  few  wid  us. 

Paddy — Och  then  musha,  sure  he's  welcome,  an  a 
thousand  welcomes.  Arrah,  Peggy,  why  didn't  you 
fetch  the  clane  winnee  sheet  an  spread  it  undher  the 
skib? 

Parso7i  A. — Oh,  never  mind  :  use  no  ceremony ;  the 
table  will  do  very  Avell. 

[Here  Parson  A.  draws  his  stool  over  to  the  table, 
and  faces  a  mug  of  milk  Avhich  the  good  woman  had 
placed  for  him.  In  about  twenty  minutes  half  a  stone 
of  the  potatoes  at  his  Reverence's  corner  of  the  table, 
disappears,  together  with  four  replenishments  of  the 
mug,  and  his  Reverence,  ejaculating  a  short  thanksgiv- 
ing, takes  his  leave  of  the  poor  couple,  and  sets  out  for 
his  glebe.  Next  morning  tlie  proctor  rushes  into  the 
cabin  in  a  great  hurry.] 

ScEXE — Paddy  Blanchfield  and  Bcttij  his  wife  at  breakfast. 
Enter,  the  Proctor. 

Proctor — [Almost  out  of  breath.] — I  want  the  tithe. 

Paddy — Won't  you  sit  down,  Sir. 
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Proctor — No,  no  :  1  must  i^coiir  the  parish  for  the 
tithe !  the  Parson's  on  the  last  gasp. 

Peggy  B. — Oh,  the  poor  masther  ;  Avhat  ails  him  ? 

Proctor — You'd  think  he  hadn't  a  minit  to  live  all 
night:  he's  dying  of  the  hack-door -t rot ;  I'm  sint  for 
the  tithe  afore  he's  gone. 

Peggy  B. — Och,  bud  I  knew  the  praytees  an  butter- 
milk  wouldn't  agree  wid  him. 

Proctor — Is  that  it  ? 

Peggy  B. — To  be  sure  it  is. 

Proctor — Well,  I  must  have  the  tithe :  his  Reverence 
says  your  potatoes  are  worth  a  pound  tithe. 

Paddy — I  woiL't  have  the  money  till  Michaelmas. 

Proctor — That  won't  do.  [Seizes  with  holy  rapidity 
on  the  potato-pot,  stools,  blankets,  &c,  and  sets  out  for 
the  glebe.  Meantime,  the  report  spreads  like  wildfire  that 
his  Reverence  has  caught  the  cholera  morbus,  and  the 
parish  is  distracted  between  fright  and  joy,  but  the 
"  Ma7i  of  God"  ultimately  recovers,  pi-o  bono  publico.] 


"'#' 
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STATE 

OP  THE 

KINGDOM  OF  BABYLON, 

UNDER  THE  REIGN 

OP 

NEREGLISSOR. 

Translated  from  a  newly -discovered  Fragment  of  the  Chaldaan 
History  of  Berosus,  written  on  a  Papyrus  MS.,  now  in  the  King's 
Library  at  Paris,  marked  No.  7), 589. 


Learn  the  future  by  the  past  of  man. 

Pleasures  of  Hope. 

Alas,   alas !  "  we're  faU'n  on  gloomy  days," 
When  all  respect  for  "  holy  Church"  decays  ; 
When  the  fierce  Papists  brandishing  their  Bibles, 
With  deadly  aim  return  our  pious  libels  ; 
And  Parsons  reel,  like  Caesar's  trembling  bands, 
With  their  own  weapons  pierc'd  by  Nervian  hands  : 
In  vain  we  strive  against  the  mighty  storm. 
Three  nations  come  to  crush  us  with  "Rbfobm," 
Which  means  [KUdare-street  Saints  with  horror  hear] 
We'll  lose  THREE  MILLIONS  ANB  AN  HALF  Q  year  1 1 ! 

Extract  from  the  Reverend  Tommy  Magee's  new  Poem,  entitled, 
"The Church  of  Ireland  inDanobr  !" — Athbisis,  Deists 

AND  JKSUITS  I   ! — THE  DSVIL,  THE  POPB,  AND  RiFORAt  !  !  I 


Paris,  May  27,  1831. 
Ml/  Dear  Philander, 

Finding  from  your  kind  letter,  that  you 
propose  to  publish,  as  soon  as  possible,  a  Second  Part  or 
Volume  of  your  richly -merited  Satire,  "The  Parson's 
Horn-Book,"  of  which  you  were  so  obliging  as  to  for- 
ward me  a  copy,  and  to  which  you  are  so  flattering  as  to 
think  me  worthy  of  being  a  contributor,  I  send  by  our  old 
friend  *  «^  *  *  *  *j  for  your  next  appearaiice  before  the 
public,  the  following  translation,  ivhich  I  have  made  at 
my  leisure,  of  a  curious  fragment  of  the  History  of  the 
famous  Babylonian  Priest  and  Astronomer,  Berosus.  It 
was  lately  discovered  by  the  learned  Abbe  c/e  jB  *  *  *  ^  on 
a  roll  of  Papyrus,  in  that  splendid  and  truly  liberal  In- 
stitution, the  King's  Library,  where  400,000  volumes  and 
75,000  MSS.  are  open  to  the  public  free  of  the  smallest 
charge,  unlike  similar  foundations  in  England  and  our 
blessedly -governed  country,  tvhere  the  road  to  knowledge, 
as  well  as  to  Heaven,  must  be  Macadamized  with  gold.  I 
think  (and  1  hope  I  am  not  mistaken,)  that  this  translation 
will  be  of  use  to  your  work,  from  the  remarkable  analogy 
I  have  been  able  to  point  out  in  the  shape  of  notes,  be- 
tween the  political  and  ecclesiastical  circumstances  men- 
tioned by  the  Chaldcean  historian,  atid  those  of  the  united 
kingdoms  0/ Grea^  Britain  and  the  province  of  Ireland 
atpresefit.  Hoping  you  won't  "forget  to  remember"  me 
to  Fion,  O'More,  and  all  my  brothers  of  the  Comet  Club, 
I  remain,  my  dear  Philander, 

Yours,  very  sincerely. 


*  *  *  *    *='*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  ^- 


THE 


KINGDOM  OF  BABYLON.  (1) 


il^*illf****-**4f**^*******^il^*^ 


(2) 


A.M.  3<44.(3)  XXXVI. — As  I  have  at  lenerth  arrived 

^ra  of  the  Assyrians,  ^ 

1830-31 !  at  the  reign  of  Neriglissor,  I  shall  give 
an  account  of  the  internal  politics,  and  the  religious 
dissensions  of  the  Babylonian  Empire,  which  will  com- 
pel me  to  take  a  retrospective  view  of  events,  the  im- 
portant military  transactions  of  the  preceding  Mo- 
narchs  having  obliged  me  to  postpone  this  part  of  my 
narrative  till  the  present  period. 
The  Senate  of  Baby.      XXXVII. — When    King    NcrigHssor 

Ion  divided  into  two 

councus.  succeeded  to  the  Crown  of  Babylon,  on 

the  death  of  Evil  Merodach,  who  had  "  rendered  him^ 
self  so   odious  by    his  debauchery   and   other  extrava- 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(1)  In  Moore's  beautiful  lines  connnencing"  Yes,  sad  oneof  Sion,"  the 
Irish  are  compared  to  ihe  Jews,  and  their  Englisli  oppressors  to  the 
Sabi/lotiiatts,  and  this  seems  to  be  a  very  appropriate  appellation  for 
the  latter,  according  to  those  who  call  London  the  "  Modem  Babylon  ;" 
but  of  course  no  other  Babylon  could  be  allnded  to  by  Berosus  but  the 
ancient. 

(2)Immediately  previous  to  the  Chapters  I  have  been  able  to  decypher 
and  translate,  there  were  some  obscurely  intelligible  fragments  in  the 
MS.  but  not  of  sufTicient  importance  for  publication. 

(.3)  This  is  also  the  year  of  the  world  assigned  for  Neriglissor's  as- 
cension to  the  Throne  of  Babylon  by  Rollin.  [A ti<ienl History,  vol.  1, 
page  140 — Belt's  edition.]  The  ara  of  the  Assynam:  requires  no  com- 
ment ! ! 
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ganoeSy\A)  the  kingdom  was  governed  by  a  great  na- 
tional council,  whose  name  meant  (in  the  old  Assyrian 
tongue,  which  was  always  spoken  by  the  court  and  the 
nobles  till  the  reign  of  Warded  III.)  that  all  its  mem- 
bers Were  entitled  to  speak  their  minds  freely  while  it 
Avas  assembled. (5)  This  great  council  sat  in  two  se- 
parate buildings,  the  first  appropriated  to  the  Babylo- 
nian nobility,  all  of  whom,  whatever  might  be  their 
general  stupidity,  or  their  particular  incapacity  for 
legislation,  were,  nevertheless,  acknowledged  to  be 
"  law^-makers"  by  right  of  birth ;  and  the  second,  ap- 
pointed for  the  use  of  a  number  of  persons  of  inferior 
rank,  such  as  merchants,  lawyers,  manufacturers,  landed 
proprietors,  and  the  sons  of  Grandees,  who  till  their 
fathers  died  were  only  Lords  by  courtesy.  By  this  body 
taxes  were  levied  and  appropriated,  and  the  affairs  of 
the  public  principally  managed. 

^"'scronTco^cu"^''  XXXVIII.— According  to  a  maxim 
universally  acknowledged  for  ages  among  the  Babylo- 
nians, that  "  the  people  should  never  be  taxed  without 
being  represented"  in  the  great  national  council,  which 
was  grounded  on  the  equitable  principle,  that  the  payers 
of  money  should  always  know  ivhy  they  pay  it — those 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(4)  Did  Evil-Merodach  ever  expend  £100  for  a  chair,  and  £4000 
for  a  sideboard,  while  hundreds  of  his  Babylonian  subjects  were 
starving?  Did  he  wallow,  at  the  age  of  between  sixty  and  seventy,  in 
the  secluded  sensuality  of  a  Tiberius  ?  And  did  he  then  find  a  titled 
pander  to  the  gratification  of  his  adulterous  appetite  ?  History  does  not 
inform  us,  but  we  have  given  the  character  of  Neriglissor's  predecessor 
in  Rollin's  words,  as  by  some  strange  chance  they  happen  to  be  ex- 
actly the  same  as  those  of  Berosus. 

(5)  Thus,  the  derivation  of  the  Babylonians  for  the  name  of  their  Se- 
nate, was  the  same  in  signification  as  the  French  one  given  by  several  of 
our  legal  antiquaries  for  the  word  Parliament ;  and  it  appears  that  some 
dialect  not  spoken  in  the  time  of  Berosus,  was  the  Assyrian  Court 
tongue  till  the  reign  oi  fVarded  III.  as  French  was  the  Court  language 
in  England  till  the  reign  of  our  Edward  III ! ! ! 
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members  who  were  appointed  to  manage  the  business  of 
the  empire,  in  what  was  generally  called  in  Babylon  the 
"  Lower  House,"  were  supposed  to  be  chosen  for  that 
purpose  by  the  free  and  unbiassed  votes  of  their  country- 
men. This,  indeed,  was  originally  the  case,  but  there  hav- 
ing been  no  addition  made  to  the  number  of  members 
since  between  the  years  1670  and  80,(6)  of  the  sera  of  the 
Assyrians,  and  several  of  the  places  that  anciently  pos- 
sessed sufficient  wealth  and  population,  to  entitle  them  to 
send  representatives  to  the  "Lower  House"  of  Babylon, 
having  dwindled  into  poverty  and  insignificance,  while 
other  modern,  rich,  and  numerously  inhabited  towns,  were 
not  permitted  to  return  members — the  old  and  decayed 
places,  some  of  which  were  still  privileged  to  have  one, 
and  many  even  two  or  three  voices  in  the  Babylonian 
Senate,  gradually  fell  into  the  hands  of  one  hundred  and 
fifty-four  Lords,  or  men  of  fortune,  on  or  near  whose 
estates  they  were,  and  even  into  the  power  of  the  Jews, 
that  during  the  Captivity  were  allowed  to  enrich  them- 
selves by  commerce.(7)  Thus,  by  dint  of  bribery,  cor- 
ruption, and  the  persecution  of  every  poor  and  indus- 
trious man,  who  was  honest  enough  to  vote  against 
their  slavish  candidates,  these  aristocratic  or  monied 
usurpers  controlled  the  will  of  the  nation,  and  provided 
for  their  own  relatives  and  dependants  out  of  the  public 
treasury. 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(6)  Newark  was  the  last  Borough  made  by  the  Crown  in  comparatively 
modern  times.  It  was  created  by  the  charter  of  Charles  II. ;  and  it 
would  appear  from  the  text  that  the  Babylonians  had  also  a  royal 
Borough  manufacturer. 

(7)Lord  Chesterfield  complains  in  some  part  of  his  works^  that  the  Jews 
raised  the  price  of  Boroughs  on  the  nobility,  from  two  thousand  to  be- 
tween five  and  six  thousand  pounds.  If  his  Lordship  had  read  this  frag- 
ment of  Berosus,  he  would  have  seen  "there  is  nothing  new  beneath 
the  sun !" 
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''cSU'peoWe  ai       XXXIX.-This  iiijustice  aiid  pecula- 

ter^'!'^'^™^  °'  ^'°    tion  continued  for  many  years  in  spite 

^ra  of  the  Assyrians.  ^^  ^^^   complaints  of  the  Consequently 

impoverished  people,  who,  near  a  town,  called  in  the 
Assyrian  language,  Chesteiiman,  and  by  others  Loo- 
TERPE,(8)  were  cruelly  slaughtered  and  dispersed,  and 
their  leader  committed  to  prison  by  a  large  force  of  horse 
and  foot,  merely  because  they  peaceably  met  to  petition 
the  Babylonian  Government  for  a  restoration  of  what 
none  but  those  aristocratic  oppressors  and  plunderers, 
of  which  it  was  composed,  were  audacious  enough  to 
deny  to  be  their  just  rights.  At  length,in  the  commence- 
ment of  the  reign  of  Neriglissor,  Lingtonwell,(9) 
Lingtonweu  deposed  a  Celebrated  warrior,  who  was  then  Grand 

from  the  office    of 

Grand  Vizier.  Vizicr,  or  principal  Lord  of  the  Trea- 
sures of  the  empire, (10)  Avas  forced  to  resign  his  post 
for  saying  in  the  council  room  of  the  Lords,  called  the 
"  Upper  House"  in  Babylon,  that  there  was  no  change 
whatever  needed  in  the  representation  of  the  "  Lower 
^'■^  ^n  wsXe"*^'^  House."  He  was  succeeded  in  the  Go- 
^ra  of  twssyrians,  vemmeut  by  his  principal  opponents,  the 
Lords  Yerg,  Eprohtla  andMAHGUORB.(ll) 
The  igwhi  and  Ryto      XL.— At  this  time,  and  for  centuries 

factions.  ' 

previous,  the  Babylonians  were  divided  into  two  factions. 


NOTEa  AND  COMMENTS. 

(8)  My  friend  the  Abbe  de  B  •  •  •  *  who  acquired  a  perfect  knowledge 
of  the  English  language,  politics  and  history,  during  his  exile  from 
France,  previous  to  the  restoration  of  "  Louis  the  Desired.'"  hasinge- 
niously  remarked,  that  by  a  slight  transposition  of  the  syllables,  com- 
posing those  Assyrian  names,  Chesterman  and  Looterpe,  they  make  the 
memorable  words  "Manchester  and  Peter  loo."  The  Abbe  has  not 
been  less  ingenious  in  the  anagrams  he  has  given  of  all  the  rest  of  the 
Babylonian  proper  names. 

(9)  fVelUngton  !  ! 

(10)  Quere— "  First  Lordofthe  Treasury"  !  ! 

(11)  Grey,  Altftorpe,  and  Brougham ! ! 
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known  by  the  appellation  of  Igvvhis  and  Rytoes.(12) 
The  former  of  these  parties,  when  one  of  their  adhe- 
rents was  not  Grand  Vizier,  were  always  loud  in  op- 
position to  the  measures  of  the  Rytoes,  whose  maxims 
Injustice  and  oppres-  of  Govemmeut   they  justly   blamed,  as 

sion  of  the  Rytoes  ,       ,  i  ^         e- 

when  in  office.  bcmg  Calculated  to  arrest  the  march  of 
all  mental  or  political  improvement,  by  a  blind  and 
stubborn  adherence  to  ancient  abuses,  in  opposition  to 
the  rapidly  and  in  such  a  state  of  things,  the  alarmingly 
expanding  intellect  of  the  nation.  The  Igwhis  also 
warmly  denounced  the  despotic  laws  which  the  Ritoes 
caused  to  be  enacted  and  put  in  force,  by  the  nominal 
representatives  of  the  people  in  their  interest,  in  order 
to  crush  any  demonstration  of  a  written  opposition  on 
the  part  of  the  public,  to  the  glaring  corruptions  in 
every  department  of  the  Government.  Nor  were  their 
censures  less  severe  against  the  heavy  penalties  which 
the  Ritoes  laid  upon  the  communication  of  all  sorts  of 
political  knowledge,  so  that  one  of  the  best  weekly  pub- 
lications of  Babylon,  named  "  Renimaxe,"(13)  which 
contained  eight  rolls  of  papyrus  previously  taxed,  paid  to 
the  treasury  an  additional  duty  of  four  out  of  the  seven 
oboli,(14)  for  which  it  was  sold,  thus  leaving  the  pro- 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(12)  Whigs  and  Tories  !  "  Strange  enough  it  is,"  adds  the  Abbe  de 
B  •  •  •  •,  "  that  when  the  name  of  the  latter  party  is  written  in  the  sin- 
"  gular  number,  it  is  spelled  Ryto;  and  Rt'toes  in  the  plural:  as  to  the 
**  word  Igwhis  it  contains  an  I  too  much  for  the  word  Whigs—  but  as  an 
"  I  stands  for  number  one,  which  the  W^higs  are  so  anxious  to  provide 
"  for  when  in  power,  this  additional  letter  is  of  little  consequence,  ex- 
"  cept  to  the  nation  at  whose  expense  they  are  permitted  to  do  so." — 
What  satirical  fellows  those  Frenchmen  are  ! ! 

(13)  An  Assyrian  word,  meaning  "  Examiner"  in  English,  when  read 
backwards. 

(14)  Obolus,  the  Greek  for  a  penny.  As  Berosus  wrote  his  work  at 
Athens,  he  very  properly  turned  the  Babylonian  coin  into  oboli  and 
darics,  which  were  the  most  familiar  to  his  readers.  The  daric,  so  called 
from  one  of  the  Dariuses,  by  whose  orders  they  were  first  struck,  was  a 


f 
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prietor  only  three  oboli  from  every  copy  to  reinimcrate 
him  for  the  time  and  capital  he  expended,  and  to  de- 
fray the  expense  of  writers  and  workmen.  But  though 
the  Igwhis,  and  particularly  Mahned,  (15)  a  lawyer, 
were  such  vehement  denouncers  of  all  burthens  upon 
public  instruction,  no  sooner  did  Lord  Ybrg,  the 
head  of  their  party,  become  Grand  Vizier,  than  they  not 
^whrJart^^'VhlVfn  only  refused  to  abolish  these  obnoxious 
li^Jff  ceR^ed!'^'^'  statutes,  the  passing  of  which  enabled 
them  to  excite  such  violent  popular  odium  against  their 
adversaries,  but  Mahned  continued  the  very  prosecu- 
tion commenced  by  Lingtonwell  against  the  famous 
Tebboc,(16)  the  favourite  writer  of  the  Babylonian  far- 
mers and  labouring  classes.  On  this  occasion,  however, 
Mabned  was  signally  and  disgracefully  defeated. — 
SJosSon^omBBoc!  Tebboc  provcd  himself  to  be  as  good  a 
lawyer  as  he  was  a  farmer,  while  poor  Mahned  ap- 
peared to  be  as  little  of  one  as  he  was  of  the  other ! 
Discontent  of  the  Ba-       XLI. — Meantime  the  Babylonian  peo- 

byloniaus    at     the       ,  ,  .  ii       •      i- 

enormous  taxation  plc  wcrc  becomc  univcrsally  mdignant 

to  whicli  tliGV  were 

wantonly  subjected,  at  being  subjcctcd  to  pay  immense  and 
unprecedented  taxes  on  every  necessary  and  luxury  of 
life,  for  what  they  knew  to  be  a  falsely-alleged  necessity 
of  defraying  the  annual  interest  of  a  public  debt  of 
900,000,000  of  gold  darics,  which  was  formerly  con- 
tracted to  defray  the  expenditure  of  Nebuchadnezzar's 
wars  in  Palestine,  India,  Egypt,  Africa,  and  particularly 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS.     ' 

Persian  gold  coin  of  about  one  guinea  in  value,  according  to  the  English 
Universal  History. 

(15)  A  Deuham  of  that  day,  who  uhen  out  of  office,  no  doubt,  opposed 
the  restraints  laid  by  the  Babylonian  Castleroaghs  and  Lirorpools,  on  llic 
communication  of  dangerous  political  knowledge. 

(16)  A  Cobbct\  [t]  no  less  than  2391  years  ago'  Well,  wonders  will 
never  cease  ! ! 
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Spain. (17)  They  were  so  convinced  that  these  intoler- 
ahle  impositions  on  public  happiness  and  industry  were 
levied  to  support,  in  extravagance,  vice  and  luxury,  the 
idle  and  unprincipled  relatives  and  dependants  of  the 
hundred  and  fifty-four  usurpers  of  the  people's  right  to 
return  their  own  representatives,  that  they  called  aloud 
for  a  reformation  of  the  abuses  of  the  Babylonian  senate, 
in  a  tone  too  universal  and  too  determined  to  be  safely  re- 
fused. But  notwithstanding  the  danger  of  opposing  the 
public  demand  for  reform,these  one  hundred  and  fifty-four 
monopolists  of  injustice  and  peculation,  knowing  that  if 
this  long-desired  measure  passed,  their  reign  of  power 
Conspiracy     against  and  plunder  would  be  at  an  end,  united 

Lord  Ybrg    in  the 

Lower  House  of  the  all  their  Strength   in  the  Lower  House 

Babylonian     senate  ^ 

defeated  by  tiieKingr.  against  Lord  Ykrg's  proposal  to  comply 
with  the  will  of  the  nation,  and  endeavoured  to  remove 
him  from  the  Viziriat  by  refusing  to  vote  him  the  sup- 
plies necessary  to  defray  on  the  expenses  of  government. 
But  King  Neriglissor  disappointed  the  interested  ma- 
lice of  the  enemies  of  his  favourite  Vizier,  and  imme- 
diately dissolved  the  assembly  of  these  corruptionists, 
in  order  to  enable  his  oppressed  subjects  to  return  none 
but  the   advocates   of  legislative  reformation,  to    the 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(l')The  Babylonian  wars  in  Palestine  are  recorded  in  Scripture,  as 
tlie  defence  of  Acre,  in  the  same  country,  i»y  Sir  Sidney  Smyth,  is  de- 
scribed by  Sir  Robert  Wilson,  the  famous  ^.r-refornier,  and^^^y/AO/j-ma- 
lignerof  Napoleon.  According  to  Mavor's  Universal  History,  India  was 
a  part  of  the  Babylonian  empire,  and  we  dare  say  the  Assyrian  Wellesleys 
had  some  hard  fighting  with  the  Porusses  and  Tippos  of  that  renowned  Pe- 
ninsula: but  Nebuchadnezzar  was  more  fortunate  than  our  Sir  Ralph 
Abercrombie  in  living  to  s-uhdue,  Egypt  since,  if  we  may  believe  Josephus 
and  other  Jewish  authors,  (of  equal  veracUy\ '.)  cited  in  Mariana's  Histoiy 
of  Spain,  [Book  I.  chap,  v  page  ]1.— Stevens's  translation, London,  1699,] 
the  King  of  Babylon  far  exceeded  our  Exmoith,  and  equalled  even  Wel- 
lington, by  conquering  all  Northern  Africa,  in  addition  to  Spain.  This 
great  warrior  got  mad  towards  the  end  of  his  life,  like  George  III.  but 
*'  there  all  li/ieness:  ends  between  tfiepair,'  as  Byron  says. 
'  O 


t 
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national  assembly  at  Babylon ;  and  this  was  done 
wherever  it  could  be  possibly  effected. 
*'"^inab^ion"''°"'  XLII.— Nor  was  the  Babylonian  em- 
^'"*'*'mV^d!''^  °'  pii-e  less  agitated  by  religious  than  poli- 
tical dissensions.  The  original  worship  of  the  As- 
syrians, as  well  as  that  of  mankind  in  general  at  the 
commencement  of  the  world,  consisted  (as  far  as  we 
can  learn)  in  the  belief  of  one  great  and  powerful,  but 
incomprehensible  Being,  whose  best  adoration  was  the 
practice  of  individual  virtue  and  general  benevolence. 
Why  changed.  But  in  proccirs  of  time  the  vulgar  of  all 

countries,  for  whose  gross  and  uncultivated  minds 
such  a  religion  was  too  rational,  and  the  interested 
impostors  and  tyrannical  sovereigns,  for  whose  avarice 
and  usurpations  it  was  too  simple  to  be  a  source  of 
profit  and  terror,  gradually  introduced  many  false, 
instead  of  one  true  Deity,  (for  truth  is  always  one)  and 
presented  these  lucrative  fictions  of  their  own  brains  as 
objects  for  public  veneration,  through  the  attractive 
zabiauism  estabiised  jnediuui  of  painting  and  statuary.  Hence 

in  Assyna   and  the  r  a  / 

Sil!!'''""'''^  '""^"  sprung  Zabianism,  the  general  belief 
of  Assyria  and  the  surrounding  nations ;  according  to 
the  doctrines  of  which  the  Supreme  Deity  was  believed 
to  have  committed  to  the  numerous  Genii  who  inhabit 
the  stars,  the  power  of  protecting  those  who  prayed  to 
them  for  their  assistance. (18)     At  length,  after  profess- 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(18)  Zabianism,  or  the  worship  of  the  stars,  says  the  Abbe  de  B"*', 
possesses  the  same  analogy  to  Catholicity  by  its  nnuierous  objects  of 
devotion,  that  the  Babylonian  worship  of  Bel  presents  to  Protestantism, 
by  the  adoration  of  one  Divinity  oit/i/,  in  which  that  faith  consists. 
But,  adds  the  Abbe,  whatever  resemblance  is  observable  between  Ca- 
tholicity and  Zabianism,  only  shows  how  busy  the  evil  spirit  is  to 
create  such  a  likeness,  and  should  not  excite  any  timorous  or  uncha- 
rilable  apprehensions  concerning  the  ortliodoxy  of  those  who  only 
remark  those  coincidences  in  order  to  put  an  end  to  the  horrible  system 
of  ecclesiastical  rapine  and  carnage  that  devastates  unhappy  Ireland. 
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hig  this  belief  for  about  900  years,  the  Babylonians 
^"lonuT^by  the  ^doc-"  I'etumed  to  a  greater,  though  not  a 
Nivfac"''^^''*"^*"'*  complete  conformity  with  their  primi- 
^'■"'"it'o^er"*"''  tive  worship  of  the  Supreme  Deity, 
whom  they  called  Bel,  being  persuaded  to  abolish 
Zabianism,  and  to  banish  its  priests  by  the  advice  of  the 
followers  of  two  celebrated  reformers ;  the  first  of 
whom,  Rehtul,(19)  began  to  preach  against  Zabianism 
in  the  year  1517  of  the  aera  of  the  Assyrians  ;  and  the 
second,  called  Nivlac, (20)  shortly  after. 
Mesopotamia  refuses        XLIII. — But  though  Zabiauism  was 

to   forsake  the  old 

feith.  abolished  by  the  Babylonians,  the  people 

of  Mesopotamia, (21)  an  insular  kingdom  subject  to 
the  Crown  of  Babylon,  unanimously  refused  to  abandon 
that  ancient  faith,  or  to  deny  the  spiritual  supremacy 
claimed  over  every  member  of  the  religion  of  Issa(22) 
by  the  chief  pontiff  of  the  Zabians,  called  in  the  Baby- 
Ionian  tongue  "  Epop,"(23)  which  means  "father."  But 
in  order  to  give  an  intelligible  account  of  the  misery, 
iiatred  and  bloodshed,  which  these  religious  differences 
brought  upon  the  unhappy  Mesopotamians,  it  will  be 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(10)  Luther! 

(20)  Calvin  ! '. 

(21)  Mesopotamia,  an  extensive  ;;;o«j>jee  of  Asia,  the  Greek  name 
of  which  denotes,  between  the  rivers,  (from  fitaoQ  and  irorafio^.)  It  was 
situate  between  the  Euphrates  and  the  Tigris  ♦  »••»»*  The  modern 
appellation  given  to  this  Country  by  the  Arabians  is  of  the  same  signi- 
fication :  they  call  it  isle,  or,  in  their  language,  A Idgezera  ***'*'. 
Mesopotamia  is  celebrated  in  Scripture  as  being  the  iirst  dwelling  of 
MEN  after  the  deluge. — [Lempriere's  Classical  Dictionary,  p.  .505-6, 
Barker's  edition.] 

"We  find  this  Asiatic  island  is  called  a  2)rovince,"  said  the  Abbe 
"  de  B  •  •  •  ',  as  Ireland  has  been  since  the  year  1800  !  and  its  position 
with  respect  to  the  ancient  Babylon,  '  continued  the  Abbe,  "is  the  same 
as  that  of  Ireland  with  respect  to  the  modern  !  1 

(22)  The  Oriental  name  for  Jestts. 
(2.S)    Pope! 
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first  necessai-y  to  relate  how  that  people  became  a  por- 
tion of  the  Babylonian  dominions. 

"umm?Ts°S°an:  XLIV.— Mesopotamia,  a  fertile  coun- 
by'SaiioSr  try,  bounded  on  all  sides  with  M^hat  one 
of  its  own  writers  calls  an  immense  fosse  or  fortified 
ditch  always  full  of  water,(24)  lies  to  the  tvest  of  Baby- 
lon. It  is  alleged  by  its  native  annalists  to  have  been 
one  of  the  first  kingdoms  inhabited  after  the  subsiding 
of  the  great  flood,  which  once  destroyed  the  wicked  in- 
habitants of  this  world,(25)  according  to  the  sacred  books 
of  Sesom;(26)  and  notwithstanding  the  extensive  de- 
struction of  their  records  at  various  periods  by  different 
invaders,  but  especially  by  the  Babylonians,  the  Meso- 
potamians  have  preserved  a  regular  account  of  the  reigns 
of  their  aboriginal  Princes  for  several  centuries  prior 
to  the  Babylonian  conquest,  so  that,  according  to  the 
opinion  of  a  great  Assyrian  antiquary,  Nedcam,(27) 
"  all  other  nations  co7npared  to  Mesopotamia^  appear  as 
of  yesterday."  Before  the  landing  of  the  Babylonians 
it  was  divided  into  four  provinces,  each  of  which  had 
its  King,  who,  though  independent  in  his  own  domi- 
nions, was  tributary  to  a  chief  or  supreme  Monarch. 
In  this  manner  Mesopotamia  flourished  for  many  ages, 
till  in  the  year  1169  of  this  tera  of  Iss a  or  the  Assyrians, 
DoMRED,(28)  one  of  the  provincial  Kings,  being  driven 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(24)  Some  writer  like  Colonel  Philip  Roche  Fermoy,  a  dangerous 
author,  whose  work,  says  the  Abbe  de  B  *  •  *  *,  no  ^Hg-to-Irishmen 
should  read  for  fear  of  becoming  an  Hibcrno-Anahmem  !  I ! 

(25)  According  to  several  authorities  cited  by  honest  Jeoffry  Keating, 
Ireland  was  not  only  inhabited  '*  two  and  twenty  years  before  Abraham 
was  born,"  besides  being  visited  by  a  messenger  of  Nion,  tbesonof  Pelus, 
only  140  years  after  the  deluge ;  but  it  was  peopled  full  two  hundred 
years  previous  to  that  miraculous  epoch  ! !  {History  of  Ireland,  vol.  1, 
p.  3»,  3S  and29— Christies  edition.] 

(26)  Moses ! 

(27)  Camden. 
(2S)  Dermod. 
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into  exile  for  intriguing  with  the  wife  of  a  neighbouring 
Prince,  applied  to  RynehII. (29)  theBabylonianMonarch, 
to  restore  him   to    his  Crown ;   upon  which,   Rynbh, 
without   considering  the  flagrant  injustice  of  such  an 
expedition,  procured  a  decree  for  that  purpose  from 
the  then  Chief  Pontiff,  or  Epop  of  the  Zabian  faith,(30) 
which   was  at  that  period    the  religion   of   Babylon, 
embarked  on  board  a  well  equipped  fleet,  landed  with- 
^raof  the^Assyrians.  q^j-  opposition,  entered  the  capital  Lin- 
DUB,(3J)  and  subdued  the  whole  island. 
"^CSoTe^f  i^:       XLV.-But  when  the  native  Princes, 
for^'oo'yeS's!"''"""^  after  the  departure  of  Ryneh,  had  re^ 
covered  from  the  sudden  alarm  into  which  they  were 
thrown  by  this  unexpected  incursion  of  the  Babylonian 
arms,  they  withdrew  the  allegiance  they  had  so  precipi- 
tately pledged  to  the  invaders,  whom  they  confined  to 
the  capital  and  a  few  cities  along  the  coasts,  and  re- 
laj)sed  into  their  old  independence,  making  peace  and 
war  with  each  other;  and  with  the  Babylonians,  but 
with  the  most  silly  neglect,  never  joining  in  a  common 
league   agaitist  that  usurping  potver  which   they  could 
have    easily  demolished  by  one  general  effort. i^l)     In 
this  state  Mesopotamia  continued  until  about  the  year 
1680  of  the  aera  of  the  Assyrians. 
Rynehviii.,  his  edu-      XLVI. — At  that  time  Ryneh  VIII.(33) 

cation,  and  defence 

oftheEpop'ssupre-  a    uioustcr    of   cruelty    and    lust,    sat 

macy ;    his   quarrel  •'  ' 

"ifabSoto7za:  on  the  throne  of  Babylon.  As  he  was 
Sous  ^pMs'e™u!  originally  intended  to  be  the  first  Arch- 
tions  in  Babylon.      ^lagus  of   the  kingdom,  (34)   the   next 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(29)  A  Babylonian  Henry  II.  exclaims  the  Abbe  de  B  •  •  *  •  !  ! 

(30)  The  Adrian  IV.  of  his  day !  ! 

(31)  Dublin  ! ! 

(32)  Exactly  what  Leland  says  of  the  Irish  Chieftains  !  '. 

(33)  Henry  VIII.! 

(34)  What  a  strange  coincidence  between  thcscKings  of  Babylon  and 
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post  in  dignity  to  that  of  monarch,  he  believed  in 
all  the  doctrines  of  Zabianism,  and  particularly  in  the 
supremacy  claimed  by  the  Epop  of  that  faith,  which  he 
even  wrote  a  book  in  defence  of,  against  the  famous 
Rehtul  ;(35)  but,  having  quarrelled  with  Mentcle  VII. 
(36)  for  not  allowing  him  to  divorce  a  virtuous  wife  to 
whom  he  had  been  married  upwards  of  seventeen  yfears, 
and  to  take  a  younger  one  in  her  place,  whom  he  was 
afterwards  obliged  to  behead  for  adultery,(37)  Ryneh 
made  the  Babylonians  throw  off  the  supremacy  of 
MENTCLEVII.andhis  successors,  and  thus  prepared  the 
way  for  the  religious  innovations  advocated  by  Rehtul 
and  NivLAc.  These  opinions  prevailed  in  Babylon  to 
the  almost  entire  exclusion  of  the  ancient  Avorship  of 
the  Zabians,  several  of  whom  this  capricious  tyrant 
burnt  for  not  acknowledging  him  to  be  their  Epop,  or 
chief  Pontiff;  while  he  bound  to  the  same  stake  the 
disciples  of  Rehtul  and  Nivlac  for  not  interpreting  the 
Sacred  Books  of  Issa  as  he  wished,  or  more  exactly 
speaking,  for  not  believing  in  all  the  doctrines  of 
Zabianism,  except  the  only  one  which  he  rejected. 
Infamous   hypocrisy,       XLVI. — The  principal  maxim  of  the 

cruelty,  and  spolia-  ■,•     •  r  t  i^i^       i-ii- 

tion  committed  by  religiou  oi  issA,  and  that  which  his  ene- 

thelh-iests  of  Bel  in         ,  i       •     i    i         i  •        ■       i  .i 

Mesopotamia.  uiics  ncver  denied  that  he  practised  while 

on  earth,  is,  that  a  professor  of  his  faith  can  only  attain 
eternal  happiness  after  death,  by  a  life  of  poverty,  suf- 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

England,  the  former  of  whom  appears  to  have  been  destined  to  be  the 
Archimagus  of  Babylon,  as  Henry  VIII.  was  intended  to  have  been 
made  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  if  his  elder  brother  Arthur  had  not 
died  before  his  accession  to  the  Crown. 

(36)  On  which  account,  we  presume,  his  Assyrian  Majesty  was  alio 
called  "  Defender  of  the  Faith"  ! ! 

(36)  A  Zabian  Clement  VII.  j  how  strange  ! 

(37)  It  is  a  pity  Bcrosus  does  not  give  the  name  of  this  Anna  Bullen 
of  antiquity !  1 
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fering,  humility,  and  benevolence  towards  liis  fellow- 
creatures.  Yet  the  priests  of  Bel,  (38)  whom  the 
Babylonians  forced  upon  the  Mesopotamians  against 
their  will,  and  who  hypocritically  set  themselves  up  as 
reformers  of  what  they  called  the  abuses  and  errors  of 
Zabianism,  which  they  alleged  to  have  been  introduced 
by  its  crafty  Epop,  in  order  to  fill  his  coffers  and  those 
of  his  followers — these  impostors,  as  I  may  justly  call 
them,  seized  by  force  on  the  lands  and  wealth  allotted 
for  the  support  of  Zabianism  and  the  maintenance  of 
the  poor  by  their  ancestors ;  deprived  the  destitute  of 
the  share  to  which  they  were  entitled,  and  got  laws 
made,  enabling  them  to  shoot  every  Mesopotamian, 
whatever  his  creed  or  misery  might  be,  who,  in  addition 
to  the  immense  mass  of  plunder  already  mentioned,  re- 
sisted the  payment  of  the  tenth  part  of  the  fruits  of  his 
hard  labour  and  honest  industry  to  pamper  a  greedy  and 
avaricious  priesthood,  in  whose  faith  he  did  not  believe, 
and  who  moreover  devoted  the  oppressed  Mesopotamians, 
their  priests  and  their  religion,  to  eternal  perdition. (39) 
Thus,  was  a  baneful  system  of  sacerdotal  tyranny 
allowed  to  oppress  not  only  the  great  majority  of  the 
people  of  Mesopotamia,  who  were  Zabians,  but  also  the 
dissentingioWowevs  of  RsHTULandNivLAC  in  that  coun- 
try, who  were  7nore  numerous  than  the  worshippers  of 
Bel,  and  who  had,  as  well  as  the  Zabians,  to  support 
their  own  Magi  by  voluntary  subscriptions. 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(38)  The  Faranns  of  that  day.  One  Daniel  discovered  the  imposture 
and  caused  the  destruction  of  the  Priests  of  Bel  in  old  Babylon  ;  and  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  another  Daniel  will  soon  be  able  to  do  as  much  for 
their  successors,  in  a  more  modern  city  of  that  name\ ! 

(39)  No  doubt,  those  "  damnable  afid  idolatrous"  Mesopotamians 
were  blessed  with  many  a  battle  of  Newtownbarry  and  Skibbereen,  by 
their  law-established  teachers  of  tithe-collecting  orthodoxy  !  ! ! 
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The  insidious  ana  «n.      XLVIL— By  persecutiiig  at  first  the 
Mws^by'^whichthey  meiiibers    of    6 Very   sect   who   did   not 

plundered  the  people      . .        j   .1      •  u  •        /  a/w    v. 

of  Babylon  and  Me-  attend  their  worship  ;  (40)  by  managing 

sopotamia  during  300  ,         ,  ii'ii  ^      •  /• 

years.  to   pcrsuadc  the  deluded  population  oi 

Babylon,  and  a  considerable  number  even  of  that  sensi- 
ble class  of  people  in  Mesopotamia  called  Seceders  or 
Dissenters,  that  if  there  were  not  some  predominant 
and  enormously  endowed  Priesthood  upheld  by  the 
State,  the  religion  oflssA  would  be  certainly  ruined, 
though  it  is  universally  known  that  that  religion  was 
founded,  in  spite  of  the  hostile  government  of  its  time, 
by  the  son  of  a  poor  carpenter  and  twelve  barefooted 
fishermen,  on  the  ruins  of  a  wealthy  Establishment  ;(41) 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(40)  The  Puritans,  Quakers,  and  Presbyterian  Scotch  of  those  times, 
for  no  doubt  there  was  some  determined  nation  in  the  Babylonian  em- 
pire that  knew  how  to  deal  with  its  compulsory  pastors,  the  initred 
Priests  of  Bel,  in  the  conchmve  manner  mentioned  by  Jack  Lawless  : 
"The  Scotch,"  says  Jack,  "managed  their  Bishops  properly — they 
did  not  fyetition  them  for  a  redress  of  grievances — no,  but  they  knocked 
out  their  brains"  I ! 

(41)  It  is  really  astonishing  to  meet  with  surh  numbers  of  intelligent 
persons  as  one  may  every  day  hear  saying,  "  I  disagree  as  much  as  you 
do.  Sir,  with  the  doctrines  of  the  Establishment  5  but.  Sir,  there  must  be 
some  system  of  Christianity  supported  by  the  State,  or  religion  in  general, 
would  fall  to  pieces."  There  never  was  more  wretched  or  unmean- 
ing cant  than  this.  Surely  the  religion  of  a  Parson  is  of  no  more  use 
to  a  Roman  Catholic  or  a  Dissenter  who  never  attends  a  lato  church, 
than  that  of  a  Priest  of  Jupiter  or  a  Mahometan  Imaum^'would  be.  The 
fact  is — religion,  politically  speaking,  should  be  considered  as  nothing 
Imt  a  profession  or  a  business :  every  man  who  calls  for  the  assistance 
of  a  priest  of  any  sect,  has  a  right  to  pay  him  for  the  time  and  trouble 
which  he  requires  from  him,  just  as  he  would  fee  his  doctor  or  attorney 
for  their  services  ;  but,  clearly,  the  man  who  does  not  make  use  of  a 
Clergyman,  has  no  more  right  to  support  one  than  a  person  who  always 
goes  barefoot  would  have  to  be  charged  by  a  shoemaker  for  boots  and 
shoes  which  he  never  wore.  Besides,  this  argument  in  favour  of  an 
Established  Church  is  in  direct  opposition  to  not  only  our  Saviour's 
regulations  with  regard  to  religion,  but,  inasmuch  as  it  advocates  the 
plunder  of  all  those  who  dissent  from  a  Church  which  can  give  them 
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by  pretending  to  be  in  the  greatest  fear  of  the  peaceable 
and  disarmed  Zabians  of  Mesopotamia,  whom  they 
robbed  of  their  properties,  and  whom  they  endeavoured 
to  keep  for  ever  under  the  yoke  of  oppression  and 
cruelty,  by  preventing  them  from  educating  their  chil- 
dren, under  the  severest  penalties ;  by  procuring  the 
most  insulting  and  barbarous  laws  to  be  enacted  against 
the  virtuous  and  unoffensivc  Magi  of  the  Zabians  ;  by 
practising  every  injustice  that  bigotry,  intolerance,  and 
avarice  could  suggest,  in  the  name  of  the  peculiar  reli- 
gion of  mildness  and  poverty ;  and  at  the  same  time 
pretending  to  be  such  zealous  advocates  for  its  belief 
and  practice,  that  they  fined  and  imprisoned  any  one, 
however  good  his  morals  might  be,  that  said  he  dis- 
believed it.  By  these  means,  and  by  every  art  that 
interested  villainy  and  imposture  could  suggest,  the 
priests  of  Bkl  were  allowed  to  draw  the  enormous 
yearly  sum  of  5,500,000  darics  from  Babylonia,  and 
3,500,000  darics  from  Mesopotamia,  making  in  all 
9,000,000  of  darics,  or  in  other  words,  more  money 
than  was  sufficient  for  the  support  of  the  teachers  ot 
IssA  in  all  the  other  nations  of  the  earth. (42)     But  for 

NOTES  AXD  COMMENTS. 

no  return  for  the  money  which  it  deprives  them  of,  it  is  also  a  manifest 
violation  of  the  dictates  of  all  natural  justice.  Now,  our  Saviour  either 
was  or  he  was  not  an  impostor  ;  if  he  was,  lot  us  throw  off  his  re- 
ligion, and  live  according  to  the  law  of  nature,  which  tells  us  that 
forcing  his  property  from  any  man  without  giving  him  an  equivalent 
for  what  is  taken,  is  nothing  but  robbery;  and  if,  as  we  believe, 
our  Saviour  was  not  an  impostor,  instead  of  advocating  an  unjust  alale 
supremacy  for  any  body  of  clergy,  let  us  leave  every  Church  to  be 
maintained  by  its  own  members,  as  he  directed,  and  as  every  rule  of 
justice  and  morality  points  out. 

(42)  This  is  a  fact  that  cannot  be  too  often  reiterated.  Like  a  drop 
of  water  falling  continually  on  the  head,  which  though  such  a  trifling 
annoyance  at  first,  will,  as  liacon  remarks,  ultimately  cause  the  acutest 
torture  and  death.   This  galling  truth  should  be  dinned  info  the  ears  of  our 

P 
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^■^sfriS  flan  ""'■  some  years  previous  to  the  period  of 
which  I  am  writing,  the  people  of  both  countries  be- 
came so  well  convinced  of  the  glaring  injustice  either 
of  being  forced  to  pay  a  priesthood,  with  whose  doc- 
trines the  majority  of  them  disagreed,  or  of  being 
compelled  by  law  to  give  any  portion  of  their  pro- 
perty to  any  teachers  of  religion  whatsover,  that  the 
The  priests  of  Bel  be-  pricsts  of  Bel  bccamc  the  most  inveterate 

come  the  most  vio- 
lent opponents  of  eucmies  of  popular  rights,  being  fully 

any    reform    in  the  r     r  o         7  o  j 

Babylonian  senate,  awarc  that  if  the  United  senate  of  Ba- 
bylon and  Mesopotamia  was  reformed,  they  would  be 
reduced,  like  the  founder  of  their  faith  and  his  discijjleSy 
to  subsist  only  on  the  contributions  of  their  own 
flocks  :  and  so  far  did  this  indecent  spirit  of  opposition 
proceed,  that  one  of  their  body,  named  Yah,(43)  was  a 
^ber.TcommlncTerTa  Principal  leader  in  the  slaughter  of  the 

the  dreadful  massa-     t-»i_i'  i^/-ii^ 

creofchesterman.  Babylonian  pcoplc  at  Chesterman,  not- 
withstanding the  solemn  and  repeated  injunctions  of 
IssA  to  his  followers,  never  to  draw  a  sword,  but  to 
submit  to  every  injury  sooner  than  spill  one  drop  of 
blood. 

"'"^yIht^os?'°^*°'"  XLVIII.— The  chief  defender  in  Ba- 
bylon of  this  detested  system  of  corruption  in  govern- 
ment, and  of  rapacity,  massacre  and  extortion  in  the 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

"  Episcopal  Mammoths"  and  bloated  Pluralists,  till  the  land  is  delivered 
from  those  pampered  vultures.  When  Darius  heard  of  the  burning 
of  Sardis  by  the  Athenians,  he  told  his  pages,  lest  he  should  forget 
to  destroy  Athens,  to  repeat  to  him  constantly,  "  Oh  King,  remember  the 
Athenians."  It  is  almost  needless  to  state  that  we  heartily  wish  that  some 
of  the  royal  pages  so  well  paid  by  the  public,  would  say  to  his  Majesty 
William  IV.  every  morning  and  evening,  "  Oh  King,  remember  that 
numbers  of  your  subjects  in  Ireland  are  pining  in  misery  or  dying  of 
starvation,  while  the  revenues  of  the  Established  Church  are  far  greater 
than  those  of  all  the  Christian  Churches  in  the  rest  of  the  world." 

(43)  Yah  spelled  backwards,  says  the  Abbe  de  B.,'  makes  Hav,  the 
sanctified  cut-throat  of  the  abominable  massacre  of  August,  1819, 
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name  of  religion,  was  Doctor  Yehtuos,(44)  chief  poet 
to  King  Neriglissor,  and  his  two  predecessors  on  the 
throne.  The  Doctor  was  a  principal  contributor  to  a 
work  published  in  Babylon  every  three  moons, (45)  in 
defence  of  every  existing  because  profitable  abuse  to 
his  patrons,  the  monopolizers  of  political  power,  and 
the  idle  and  avaricious  sinecurists  of  the  "Chuuch  op 
Bi3L."  This  renegade,  as  he  was  once  called  in  the  Ba- 
bylonian senate,(46)  commenced  his  literary  career  by 
writing  seditious  verses  in  praise  of  regicides,  the  most 
remarkable  of  which  effusions  was  a  poem  called  after  the 
celebrated  Persian  blacksmith,  who  revolted  against  his 
sovereign  Zohac  ;(47)  but  being  afterwards  induced  by 
two  hundred  darics  a  year  and  a  cask  of  wine,  the  salary 
allowed  to  the  King's  poet,  this  satirist  of  monarchs  be- 
came their  pensioned  flatterer,  and  from  being  a  licen- 
tious and  seditious  advocate  of  liberty,  suddenly  became 
one  of  the  most  unblushing  defenders  of  despotism  in 
every  form  and  in  every  nation. 

"  MSote^a!*^'  ite  XLIX.— Meantime  the  greatest  spirit 
iEra'ofi'ssa,  1831 !  of  political  cxcitement  and  dissatisfac- 
tion prevailed  in  Lindub,  the  capital  of  Mesopotamia, 
and  indeed  all  over  that  country  ;  the  reason  of  which 
was  as  follows  : — When  Rynbh  II.  King  of  Babylon 
invaded  Mesopotamia,  he  bestowed  on  its  Babylonian 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(44)  An  Assyrian  Southey ! 

(45)  An  ancient  Quarterly  Review  I 

(46)  "  Rancorous  renegade"  was  the  appellation  given  to  Southey  in 
Parliament  by  William  Smith.  It  is  a  pity,  says  the  Abbe  de  B., 
that  the  name  of  the  Babylonian  senator  who  so  justly  attacked  Doctor 
Yehtuos,  is  not  given  by  Berosus. 

(47)  This  oriental  Wat  "  Tyler"  was  more  fortunate  than  his  English 
fellow- tradesman.  He  succeeded  in  his  insurrection  against  Zohac,  and 
his  leathern  apron  was  covered  over  with  gems,  and  became  the  national 
standard  of  Persia,  till  it  was  captured  in  the  battle  of  Cadcsia  by  the 
victorious  Arabs. — See  Gibbon,  t.  li.  p.  4J0,  vol.  iii.  Jones'i  Edition. 
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settlers  a  senate  similar  to  that  of  the  Assyrians.  Thus 
Mesopotamia,  though  subject  to  the  Crown  of  Babylon, 
Was  intended  to  be  a  separate  and  imperial  kingdom  5 
and  though  the  Babylonian  senate,  in  the  reigns  of 
Egroeg  I.  and  II.  passed  several  tyrannical  laws, 
asserting  an  usurped  supremacy  over  Mesopotamia, (48) 
yet  the  whole  nation  having  risen  in  arms  at  the  per- 
suasion of  their  great  orator  and  patriot,  Nattarc,(49) 
^ Me'sSmi'a "''" '"  Mesopotamia  was  reluctantly  acknow- 
ledged by  EgroeoIII.  in  the  year  of  the  aera  of  Issa  or 
the  Assyrians,  1782,  to  be  a  free,  sovereign  and  indepen- 
dent kingdom,  subject  only  to  its  own  laws  ;  and  in  this 
condition  it  remained  for  eighteen  years,  during  which 
time  so  unprecedented  was  its  prosperity,  that  it  no  less 
than  doubled  its  resources  in  that  short  period. (50) 

Base    and  treacherous         L But    the  Chief  ViziCr   of  EgROEG 

contrivance  of  thego  ■ 

verumratof^EGiioKo^  jjj_  percciving  from  this  rapid  increase 
soJSlr'  '"^"  of  the  power  and  wealth  of  Mesopota- 
mia, that  her  legislative  independence  was  too  far  from 
being  compatible  with  the  state  of  wretched  vassalage 
in  which  Babylon  always  endeavoured  to  keep  her,  and 
that  she  would  very  soon  be  able  to  rival  the  power  and 

NOTES  AND  COJIMENTS. 

(48)  Thus  we  find,  observes  the  Abbe  tie  B.,  that  the  Babylonians, 
under  their  Kings  Egkoeg  the  First  and  Second,  (which  I  interpret 
George  the  First  and  Second,)  acted  towards  Mesopotamia  precisely 
as  England  did  towards  Ireland,  previous  to  the  time  of  the  Volun- 
teers. 

(49)  "A  INIesopotamian  Grattan,  too,"  exclaims  the  Abbe,  "and 
from  what  I  have  read  and  heard  of  Ireland,"  continues  he,  "she  is 
sadly  in  want  of  another."  The  Abbe  may  he  right  as  to  tfrlenltt,  but 
in  real  patriotism,  Henry  Grattan,  the  Member  for  Meath,  is  a  worthy 
son  of  his  illustrious  father. 

(50)  This  is  precisely  the  account  given  of  Ireland  in  Lord  Clare's 
speech  on  the  Union.  Have  we  gone  on  advancing  at  the  same  rate 
of  improvement  ?  The  Mendicity  returns  of  Dublin  alone  furnish  a 
melancholy  negative  to  the  question. 
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splendour  of  her  former  oppressors,  laid  the  following- 
nefarious  plan  to  reduce  Mesopotamia  more  comjjletely 
than  ever  under  her  old  enemy,  from  wliose  usurpation 
and  tyranny  she  had  but  lately  escaped.  Seeing  that  the 
people  of  Mesopotamia  were  principally  divided  into  two 
sects,(51)  of  whom  the  worshippers  of  Bkl,  though  only 
about  half-a  million,  out  of  a  population  of  four  millions 
of  souls,(52)  had  the  government  entirely  in  their  hands, 
while  the  Zabians,  or  followers  of  the  ancient  faith  of 
Mesopotamia  for  1300  years,  were  totally  excluded  from 
power,  merely  on  account  of  their  religious  opinions, 
this  wicked  Vizier  excited,  by  means  of  his  infamous 
emissaries,  the  most  horrible  dissensions  and  bloodshed 
between  the  two  parties ;  and  then,  on  the  pretence  that 
Mesopotamia  was  an  independent  nation,  refused  to 
interfere  with  the  Mesopotamian  Government  in  order 
to  protect  the  cruelly  oppressed  Zabians  from  the  atro- 
cities practised  against  them  by  the  worshippers  of 
Bel,  but  chiefly  by  a  bigottcd  society  of  that  sect  called 
Egnaromen,who,  in  the  northern  parts  of  Mesopotamia, 
threatened  to  send  every  Zabian  to  Gehenna,  unless 
he  retired  to  the  extreme  tvestern  provinces  of  the 
kingdom. (53)     By  this  unprincipled  policy  the  Baby- 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(51)  Though  Berosns  has  said  elsewhere,  that  there  was  a  consi- 
derable portion  of  the  Mesopotamian  people  who  followed  the  doctrines 
of  Rehtul  and  Nivlac,  as  well  as  the  adorers  of  Bel,  he  here  mentions 
only  the  latter  sect  and  that  of  the  Zabians  !  Could  the  dissenting 
followers  of  Rehtul  and  Nivlac  have  arranged  themselves  on  the  side 
of  the  Zabians  in  Mesopotamia,  as  the  Presbyterians  of  the  North  did 
on  the  side  of  the  Catholics,  previous  to  the  rebellion  ? 

(52)  This  was  also  the  amount  of  the  population  of  Ireland  about 
thirty  years  ago,  says  the  Abbe  de  B, 

(53)  Gehenna,  the  Hebrew,  and  according  to  some,  the  Chald<ean  name 
for  Hell ;  and  thus,  remarks  the  Abbe,  there  was  a  cry  of  to  "  Hell  or 
Connaught"  among  the  Egnaromen  of  Mesopotamia,  as  well  as  amongst 
the  Orangemen  of  Ireland.     How  curious  ! 

When  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  moved   for  an  inquiry  into  the  reasons  for 
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Ionian  Minister  calculated  that  the  Zabians,  who  formed 
the  great  majority  of  the  population  of  Mesopotamia, 
would  be  so  glad  to  get  rid  of  the  atrocious  oppression 
of  their  domestic  tyrants,  that  they  would  easily  surren- 
"^thiToKprnpS  der  their  country's  independence  to  him, 
uvloKto'^hTMeso*  under  the  specious  name  of  a  Union 
?Sd!' '"'"''"''''  with  Babylon.  The  terms  of  this  insi- 
dious proposal  were,  that  instead  of  three  hundred 
representatives  of  the  nation,  and  one  hundred  grandees 
who  composed  the  domestic  senate  of  Mesopotamia, 
there  should  be  but  one  hundred  of  the  former,  and  thirty 
of  the  latter,  sent  to  a  Common  National  Council  for  Me- 
sopotamia and  Assyria,  which  was  to  meet  only  in  Baby- 
lon; but  as  the  degrading  and  impoverishing  conse- 
quences of  this  measure  to  Mesopotamia  were  easily 
foreseen — a  measure  which  would  only  give  her  one 
hundred  votes  in  the  "  Lower  House"  of  the  Baby- 
lonian senate  consisting  of  five  hundred  and  fifty-eight 
persons,  and  would  reduce  her  splendid  capital  Lindub 
to  a  mere  provincial  town,  the  project,  when  first  sub- 
mitted to  debate,  was  opposed  with  warmth  and  re- 
jected with  contempt. 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

Ihe  recal  of  Lord  Fitzwilliam  in  1795,  Mr.  Pitt  said,  "he  deprecated 
the  discussion  of  subjects  now  before  the  Irish  Parliament,  as  a  mani- 
fest violation  of  its  independence,  and  warmly  exhorted  the  House  to 
leave  the  settlement  of  awaits  in  that  nation  to  its  representatives,  who 
certainly  were  best  qualified  for  that  purpose !" — [Annual  Register, 
1795,  chap.  xiii.  p.  229.]  And  when  Mr.  Fox  proposed,  in  1797,  that 
an  address  should  be  voted  to  his  Majesty,  to  adopt  the  best  measures 
for  the  restoration  of  tranquillity  in  Ireland — Mr.  Pitt  replied,  that  "the 
main  pillar  of  his  defence  of  Ministers  in  their  conduct  towards  Ireland, 
and  the  ground  of  his  objection  to  the  present  motion,  was,  the  uncon- 
stitutionality, the  impropriety,  and  the  danger  to  be  apprehended  from 
the  interference  of  the  British  Parliament  in  the  affairs  of  Ireland!" 
{Annual  Register,  1797,  chap.  xiii.  p.  247,]  Yet  this  he  stated  at  the 
very  time  he  was  forging  the  weapons  of  rebellion,  and  accumulating 
the  funds  of  corruplion  to  nnnihilatc  the  Irish  Parliament. 
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The  Minister  of  EoROEo      LI. — Howevei*,  tlic  ai'ts  of  the  trcache- 

III.    at    length    de- 
stroys the  indepen-  rous  VizicF  at  last  succeedetl ;  for  hav- 

dence  of   Mesopota- 
mia by  rebellion  and  in  gr  fifSt  raised  a  rebellion    in  Mesopo- 

bnbery.  '-'  * 

.Era  of  fssa.  1798-1800!  tamia,  then,  under  the  pretence  of 
crushing  it,  having  filled  the  kingdom  with  a  large  Ba- 
bylonian force,  in  order  to  hinder  any  opposition  of  the 
Mesopotamians  to  the  annihilation  of  their  country's 
independence,  and  having,  finally,  bribed  the  members 
of  the  senate  of  Mesopotamia, (54)  he  succeeded  in  his 
design,  contrary  to  the  will  of  the  nation,  twenty-four 
out  of  every  thirty-  two  persons  being  against  it,  and 
many  even  of  those  who  were  silent  on  this  "  revolu- 
tionary  project"  being  only  deterred  by  fear  from  oppos- 
ing it.  Even  in  the  Babylonian  senate,  the  celebrated 
Yerg,  who  afterwards  became  a  Lord  and  Grand 
Vizier  of  the  Assyrian  empire,  vehemently  remonstrated 
against  the  treachery  and  injustice  practised  towards 
Mesopotamia,  and  predicted  that  the  Mesopotamians 
at  some  future  period  would  rise,  and  be  justified  in 
rising,  to  demand  a  repeal  of  the  measure  which  the 
unprincipled  Vizier  was  then  carrying.(55) 

LIL — The  almost  immediate  effect  of  this  change 
was  to  make  all  the  nobles  and  rich  men  of  Mesopo- 
tamia reside  in  Babylon  instead  of  Lin  dub,  the  capital  of 


NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(54)  "  Caught  by  the  spoils  of  Gaul,  and  Cxsar's  gold. 
Curio  turn'd  traitor,  and  his  country  sold," 
Observes  Lucan  of  the  celebrated,  or  rather,  infamous  Roman  tribune  ; 
and  if  the  Curios  of  Mesopotamia  were  as  highly  paid  as  those  of 
Ireland,  they  feathered  their  nests  well.  There  was  no  less  than  one 
Dtfillioii  five  hundred  thousand  pounds  given  to  Boroughmongers  alone, 
exclusive  of  peerages,  places  and  pensions. 

(.55)  "Lord  Grey  did  exactly  the  same  thing,"  says  the  Abbe  de 
B.;  "his  words  were  quoted  in  the  Pilot  and  Register  during  the 
heat  of  the  -Antiunion  agitation  in  Jamuary  or  February  last."  It 
appears  from  this  that  the  Abbe  reads  our  Newspapers  alternately, 
and  from  the  mention  made,  of  "  transportiu g  arms  and  men  in  steam- 
boats to  Ireland,"  by  M.  Mauguin  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  there 
is  no  doubt  that  there  are  ot/ier  Frenchmen  who  do  so '. 
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their  own  country,  where,  in  the  absence  of  a  domestiG 
senate,  there  was  no  inducement  for  them  to  remain ; 
and  thus,  according  to  the  computation  of  Onellcon,(56) 
her  principal  lawyer,  orator,  patriot  and  statesman  since 
the  death  of  Natt.vug,  Mesopotamia  was  deprived  every 
year  of  between  six  and  eight  millions  of  darics,  which 
were  drawn  from  the  land  where  they  were  produced, 
to  be  spent  in  Babylonia,  Persia,  Media,  and  all  the 
neighbouring  nations,  while  the  poor  Mesopotamians, 
by  whose  hard  labour  this  enormous  sum  was  raised, 
were  scarcely  able  to  exist  at  home  ;  and  even  out  of  the 
wretched  pittance  that  was  left  them  by  the  tyranny  of 
the  owners  of  the  soil,  who  drew  as  much  as  possible 
from  their  miserable  dependants  to  squander  in  heart- 
less luxury  and  extravagance  abroad,  they  had  to  main- 
tain their  own  Magi  or  Priests  of  the  Zabian  reli- 
gion, and  to  contribute,  as  I  previously  mentioned,  no 
less  than  three  million  five  hundred  thousand  darics, 
to  support  the  Babylonian  priests  of  Bel,  in  whose 
doctrines  only  five  hundred  thousand  out  of  eight 
millions  of  Mesopotamians  believed.  It  was  in  vain  for 
the  poor  Mesopotamians  to  resist  this  iniquitous  claim 
of  a  set  of  ravenous  hypocrites,  who,  while  preaching 
poverty,  suffering,  and  humility,  wallowed  in  wealth, 
sensuality  and  pride — since  those  canting  impostors 
were  supported  in  their  extortion  and  cruelty  by  thirty 
thousand  Babylonian  soldiers,  in  addition  to  a  bigotted 
and  ferocious  force  of  the  Egnaro  faction,  who  mas- 
sacred, without  remoi'se,  every  Zabian,  whether  man 
or  woman,(57)  who  refused  to  submit  to  the  insatiable 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

(5G)  Quere,  O'Connell ! 

(57)  Under  this  religious  s'^^iem  of  yeomanry  government,  the  Tigris 
and  Euphrates  were  no  doubt  converted  into  a  river  Slaney,  to  the  great 
edification  of  the  sanctified  money-changers  of  the  "  Church  of  Baby- 
lon" in  Mesopotamia,  as  by  law,  and  1  need  not  say  by  tvkat  else, 
established. 
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spoliation  of  their  anointed  oppressors.  But  the 
greatest  proof  of  the  intolerable  misery  to  which  Meso- 
potamia was  reduced  by  the  loss  of  her  senate  was,  that 
notwithstanding  the  amazing  fertility  of  her  soil 
(though  under  an  imperfect  system  of  cultivation,  occa- 
sioned by  the  transfer  of  her  money  to  other  nations,) 
and  the  immense  quantity  of  cattle  which  she  exported 
every  year  to  Babylon,  six  out  of  eight  millions  of  her 
inhabitants  lived  in  huts  of  mud  and  straw,  and  were 
so  far  from  being  able  to  taste  any  animal  food,  that 
they  existed  on  a  wretched  root,  called  in  the  Chal- 
daean  tongue  "  eotatop"  of  which,  when  any  scarcity 
occurred — a  circumstance  that  happened  in  the  southern 
or  western  parts  of  the  kingdom,  every  three  years  at 
farthest — a  famine  and  pestilence  ensued,  that  swept 
away  thousands  of  the  unfortunate  inhabitants  of  one 
of  the  most  abundant  and  healthy  countries  on  the  face 
of  the  earth.  From  a  consideration  of  these  circum- 
stances ****** 


THE 

POOR  BISHOP^S  EPISTLE 

FOR    RELIEF 

TO 

THE   IRISH   SECRETARY   OF   STATE. 


Pity  the  misery  of  a  holy  man, 

With  thirty  annual  thousands,  and  no  more ; 
Whose /und»  are  dwindled  to  the  shortest  span  : 
Subscribe,  ye  Saints,  and  Heaven  will  bless  your  store. 

IBishop  Ponsonby's  Ecclesiastical  adaptation  of  Mrs.  Barbauld's 
Poem,  "  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  poor  old  man,"  intended  as  an 
"Appeal  to  the  generosity  of  the  Faithful,"  on  account  of  a 
sacrilegious  sale  by  auction,  under  an  execution  for  debt,  of  all 
the  sanctified  plate  and  furniture  of  his  Lordship's  apostolic 
palace  at  Killaloe,  and  the  consequent  distress  of  the  Right  Rev. 
Father  in  God,  notwithstanding  his  recent  appointment  to  the 
See  of  Derry  ' ! ' 


THE 

POOR  BISHOP'S  EPISTLE 

FOR   RELIEF 

TO 

THE  IRISH  SECRETARY  OF  STATE. 


Dear  Stanley,  they  say  'twas  enjoined  long  ago, 

We  should  preach  without  fee  or  reward ; 
And  declared,  when  released  from  this  "  valley  of  woe," 

That  our  deeds  should  be  put  on  record. 
I  listened,  and  bowed  as  if  giving  assentj 

For  you  know  wb  pretend  to  believe  ; 
But  the  thoughts  that  in  poverty's  crib  I'd  be  pent, 

At  sxich  words  made  me  laugh  in  my  sleeve. 
It  is  said  in  that  Bible  we  talk  much  about. 

Our  kingdom  is  not  upon  earth ; 
But  look  at  our  palaces  inside  and  out. 

And  taste  our  good  dinners  and  mirth  : 
Gulp  with  us  a  bottle  or  two  of  champaigne. 

Then  gaze  on  our  beautiful  wives, 
You'll  exclaim,  if  no  Heaven  elseivhere  we  can  gain 

We  display  all  its  joys  in  our  lives* 

NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

•  Saint  Jerome  tells  us,  that  when  Prietextatus,  a  learned  and  vir- 
tuous Pagan  Prsefect  of  Rome  in  the  fourth  century,  beheld  the  Chris- 
tian opulence  and     luxury  of  Pope  Damasus,  he  said  to  his  Holiness, 
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I  called  for  my  agent  to  get  me  some  cash, 

As  I  should  give  a  family  ball, 
No  matter  if  fifty  poor  tenants  he'd  smash — 

By  sending  their  pigs  to  the  stall. 
He  said  he'd  five  hundred,  perhaps  it  would  do, 

As  the  tenants  complained  they  were  poor : 
I  replied,  "  they  should  never  let  out  of  their  view 

"  I  could  put  them  all  out  of  the  door. — 
"  That  Roger  the  farmer  has  still  a  fat  hog, 

"  He  could  sell  it  and  pay  me  my  rent, 
"  And  Dickey  the  cripple*  may  work  in  a  bog ; 

"  For  the  money  I  got  is  all  spent : — 
"  That  Dillon  the  miller  owes  just  half  a  year, 

"  And  that  he  and  his  woman  are  rogues, 
"  For  the  driver  informs  me  he'll  make  it  appear 

"  She  has  just  bought  a  pair  of  new  brogues" — 
Perhaps  that  curst  Horn-Book  got  into  their  hands. 

Of  which  Deists  and  Radicals  tell — 
(It  would  rifle  poor  Bishops  of  houses  and  lands — 

And  our  carriages  force  us  to  sell.) 
The  Scripture  may  say  though  the  foxes  had  holes, 

That  our  Lord  "  had  no  place  for  his  head  :" 
For  /  never  took   orders  to  look  after  souls. 

But  on  both  sides  to  butter  my  bread  : 
And  still  I'm  embarrass'd,  my  income's  so  small — 


NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

"  Make  me  Bishop  of  Rome  and  I'll  immediately  become  a  Christian  !" 
"  It  is  more  than  probable,"  observes  Gibbon,  "  that  Damasus  wonld 
not  have  purchased  his  conversion  at  such  a  price  ;"  and  we  may  add, 
that,  notwithstanding  their  opposition  to  Popery,  our  "law-established'' 
Right  Reverences  would  be  as  little  inclined  to  make  proselytes  on 
similar  terms,  as  his  Holiness  was. 

•  The  Church  of  Bullets  .and  Sabres  would,  we  are  sure,  have  no 
objection  that  even  Prince  Uohenloe  should  cure  all  the  cripples  in 
England  and  Ireland,  in  order  that  they  might  work  for  her  /lolt/  emolu 
tnent. 
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Thirty  thousand  scarce  keeps  me  in  peace ; 
My  lady  wants  diamonds  to  go  to  the  ball, 

And  my  sons  must  have  cash  for  the  race. 
Now  tell  me,  my  friend,  what  to  do,  for  in  fact, 

I'm  afflicted  with  poverty  sore  ; 
If  you  think  the  new  Parliament  would  pass  an  Act, 

I'll  petition,  and  try  to  get  more. 

The  Poor  Bishop  of  the  "  Established." 


PARSON  FIREBRAND. 


When  we  see  Churchmen,  who,  if  ask'd, 
"  Must  Ireland's  slaves  be  tith'd,  and  task'd, 
"  And  driv'n,  like  Negros  or  Croats, 

"  That  you  may  roll  in  wealth  and  bliss ;" 
Look  from  beneath  their  shovel  hats 

With  all  due  pomp,  and  answer  "  Yes !" 
But  then,  if  question'd  "  shall  the  brand 
"  Intolerance  flings  throughout  that  land, 
•'  Betwixt  her  palaces  and  hovels, 

"  Suff'ring  nor  peace  nor  love  to  grow, 
"  Be  ever  quench'd" — from  the  same  shovels 

Look  grandly  forth,  and  answer  "  No." — 
Alas,  alas  !  have  these  a  claim 
To  merciful  Religion's  name  ? 

Fable  for  the  Holy  Alliance  [of  "CiiuRcn  and  Statk,"] 
by  TnoMAS  Brow.v,  tub  Younobr. 
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Scene  :  A  Petty-Sessions  Court.     The  Parson  solus  on   the 
Bench.     Enter,  the  Widow  Magrath. 

Widow — Will  your  Reverence  give  me  an  order  for 
the  releasement  of  my  child  out  oijale  ? 

Parson — No,  woman  :  he  must  stand  his  trial. — He 
has  been  guilty  of  a  gross  violation  of  the  laws.  i^^^ 

IFidow — Violeshin  of  the  laws  !  Is  that  what  you  call 
it  ?  A  boy  twelve  years  ould.  Hell  will  never  be  full  till 
that  perjured  villain,  your  proctor,  gets  into  it. 

Parson — I  cannot  listen  to  such  language.  My  proc- 
tor is  an  honest  man  ;  he  swore  your  son  rescued  the 
cow. 

Widow — And  will  the  good  christians  believe  him  if 
he  swore  five  hundred  oaths  ?  A  grate  big  hrummach 
of  a  dii)il,  to  let  a  boy  twelve  year  ould  resky  a  cow  from 
him. 

Parson — There  is  no  use  in  talking  ;  the  law  must 
take  its  course.  The  boy  is  not  so  badly  off  as  you 
think.  This  imprisonment  may  be  of  use  to  him,  as 
the  prison  is  attended  by  a  most  pious  gentleman,  who 
reads  the  word  of  life  for  the  prisoners,  and  catechises 
them.  ^ 

Widow — The  rfei;?7  should  eat  him  before  I'd  let  him 
cattykise  my  child.  I  suppose  the  raisin  of  your  send- 
ing my  child  to j'ale,  was  to  turn  him  to  be  a  heretic. 

Parson — Your  language  is  very  offensive,  Mrs.  Ma- 
grath. Another  Magistrate  would  send  you  to  jail  for 
such  expressions. 

Widow — Oh  yes  !  you  give  us  great  lenity,  to  be  sure. 
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Don't  you  know  that  your  proctor  drove  the  cow  to 
pound  after  he  swore  the  gorsoon  reskyed  her  ? — You 
won't  keep  both  the  cow  and  the  gorsoon  in  jail,  I  sup- 
pose ? 

Parson — I  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter  but  to 
administer  the  law.  The  boy  is  imprisoned  for  a  cri- 
minal offence,  and  the  cow  is  detained  to  answer  a  civil 
action !  ! 

Widow — How  damn  civil  you  are.  Sure  we  never 
heard  of  such  civility  till  the  divil  drove  you  to  this  part 
of  the  coimtry. 

Parson — Police,  turn  this  woman  out  of  the  Court- 
house. 

Widow — Stay ;  don't  be  in  a  hurry.  I  want  to  get 
bale  for  my  child.     What  bale  will  you  take  ? 

Parson — Two  solvent  securities  in  fifty  pounds  each, 
that  your  son  shall  stand  his  trial. 

Widow — Oh  neighbours,  neighbours,  was  the  like 
ever  heard  of  before  ?  The  tithe  is  only  half  a  guinea, 
and  the  cow  isent  worth  three  pound,  and  he  wants  a 
hundred  pound  hale  for  the  gorsoon  to  let  him  out  of 
jale. 

Parson — If  you  have  bail  to  offer  mention  it,  but  I 
won't  take  less  than  one  hundred  pounds  in  two  good 
sureties. 

Widow — Maybe  you'd  take  the  few  pence  I  have  here 
to  pay  the  tithe.  There  it  is  for  you.  [Throws  down 
some  silver  on  the  table.] 

Parso7i — It  is  not  right  for  me  to  take  money  here ; 
but  to  save  you  further  trouble  I  shall  receive  it.  How 
much  have  you  ? 

Widoiv — Sure  I  have  the  tithe  of  my  three  acres  nw- 
dev  the  valeashin  made  by  yon  and  your  other  seven 
black-mouths. 

Parson — That  won't  do.  I  shall  write  the  particu- 
lars, and  then  you'll  know  what  you  have  to  pay. — 
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[Writes  on  a  slip  of  paper  and  hands  it  to  the  widow.] 
You  see  by  that  what  you  have  to  pay. 

Widow — I'm  no  Skolard.     I  can't  read  your  bill. 

Parson — Sergeant  Scuffler,  read  that  paper  for  this 
woman. 

Police  Sergeant  [Reads] — Tithe  of  three  acres  under 
the  Composition  Act,  at  3i".  Qd.  per  acre,  \Qs.  Qd. — 
Driver's  fees,  2*.  6<i. — Driver's  fees  after  rescue,  25.  6rf. 
Poundage,  and  hay  two  nights,  2*. — Discharge  by 
proctor,  \s. — Total,  18*.  Qd. 

Widoiv — [Clapping  her  hands] — Oh,  murther  !  mur- 
ther  !  Christians  !  christians  !  was  ever  a  poor  widow 
so  robbed  and  destroyed  as  I  am  by  a 

Parson — This  is  quite  intolerable.  Police,  turn  this 
woman  and  all  these  people  out  of  the  Court. 

IFidow — Let  me  gather  up  my  little  pence — [collects 
the  silver  off  the  table  and  puts  it  in  her  pocket]. 
Now  I'll  tell  you  a  piece  of  news  :  there's  a  Protestant 
gentleman  in  the  parish  will  take  my  cow  out  of  the 
pound  and  my  little  boy  out  of  j ale  in  spite  of  your 
teeth. 

Parson — Oh,  I  know  the  person  you  call  a  Protest- 
ant gentleman,  but  he  is  no  Protestant,  he  is  a  Deist.* 

fFidoiv — He's  a  better  Christian  than  you  are,  for  he 

NOTE  AND  COMMEXT. 

*  Ah  Parsons!  Parsons!  these  holy  yelps  against  Deists  will  never 
do.  According  to  one  of  the  late  Parliamentary  mumblings  of  your 
Pharisaical  Champion,  Lefroy,  there  are  1200  beneficed  shearers  of  the 
"law  and-bat/onet"  species  in  Ireland.  We  do  not  want  to  advocate, 
Deism  ;  but  which  would  the  people  of  thig  wretched  country  rather 
have  1200  Humes  and  Gibbons  residing  amongst  them,  or  1200  anointed 
practitioners  of  Newtownbarry  and  Skibbereen  Christianity. 

When  the  Jews  petitioned  for  Catholic  Emancipation,  which  yon, 
Parsons,  opposed,  one  of  the  Association,  we  believe  Jack  Lawless, 
said — "the  Brunswickers  may  talk  as  they  like  oiihe  Jews,  but  in  my 
opinion  they  are  the  best  Christians  going ;"  and  on  this  principle, 
Parsons,  we  never  think  any  man  a  right  good  Christian  till  ymi  call 
him  an  Atheist  or  Deist. 
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does  more  good  in  one  week  than  ever  you  done  since 
you  were  born.  I'll  clear  the  Court,  and  may  the 
curse  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan  light  down  upon 
you  now  and  for  evermore.  \_Exit. 

An  old  woman  in  the  Court — Amen. 

Parson  [In  a  rage] — Police,  turn  all  those  vagabonds 
out  of  the  Court — [the  Court  is  cleared].  I'm  very 
sorry  I  did  not  commit  that  virago  to  jail. 

Sergeant  Scitffler — It's  better  for  your  honour  not  to 
mind  her,  she  has  the  devil's  tongue. 

Parson — I  suppose  she  has  been  talking  about  me  in 
the  village. 

Sergeant  Scuffler — Indeed  she  has  ;  she's  a  devil ; 
she  says  she  can  tell  your  history  for  seventeen  gene- 
rations. 

Parson  [Looks  at  his  watch] — It's  past  two  o'clock. 

The  Magistrates  won't  come  here  to-day.     Shut  up  the 

Court-house. 

\^ExeHnt  Omnes. 
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PARSON'S  ADDRESS 

TO   THE 

YEOMEN. 


Armii  virumquc  <;ano. 

VlRGIt. 

Z  sing  the  "  Man  of  God,"  and  loyal  yeomen, 
■>Vliosc  holy  arms  subdued  oiu:  Popish  focmen. 

[Extract  from  ti  "  true  Protestant"  translation  of  Virgil, 
preparing  by  Sergeant  Lrfroy,  to  snpemede  Dryden't 
Romish  version  1 1 ! 


THE 

PARSON'S  ADDRESS  TO  THE  YEOMEN. 


Air—"  Blue  Bonnet*  over  the  border." 
I. 

March  !  march  !  march  out  for  tithes,  my  boys  ! 

Screw  on  your  bayonets  and  do  not  give  quarter : 
Papists  may  come  with  their  pitchforks  and  scythes,  my 
boys,* 
Crush  them,  as  cooks  do  mince  meat  in  a  mortar ! 
Heed  not  what  conscience  says. 
Set  cabins  in  a  blaze, 
Fighting  your  way  by  the  flames  to  keep  order ; 
Aim  with  unerring  eye. 
Pick  them  down  as  they  fly. 
Let  not  one  scamp  of  them  cross  his  land's  border  ! 
II. 
Spare,  spare,  spare  the  tithe-payer,  boys  ! 
He's  not  as  bad  as  the  Terri/  marauder 
Who'd  rob  our  holy  Church  while  we're  at  prayer,  my 
boys. 
Saying,  'tis  wb  are  the  cause  of  disorder.f 

NOTES    ANO  COMMENTS. 

*  The  Reverend  warrior  seems  to  forget  what  a  copious  harvest  of 
Muscovites  the  Popish  peasantry  of  Poland  mowed  down  with  the 
crooked  weapon,  of  whose  effects,  in  the  hands  of  the  "mere  Irish,"  he 
seems  to  bf»  so  little  apprehensive.  David,  in  some  of  his  Psalms,  talks 
of  being  "  smitten  like  grass  by  the  scythe  of  the  moiver,"  and,  we  are 
sorry  to  say,  there  are  a  great  many  persons  now-a-days  who  ask, 
"  fVheii  will  this  expression  become  applicable  to  Parsoris  and  Yeo- 
men ?"  bnt  God  forbid  we  should  say  any  surh  thing. 

f  In  this  charge  brought  against  a  few  "wild  Irish,"  of  having  robbed 
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Near,  dwells  that  pestilence,* 

Who  must  be  banish'd  hence  ; 
Then  we  may  hope  for  long  peace  and  good  order  : 

If  he  once  comes  in  sight 

Leave  him  in  such  a  plight, 
That  he'll  ne'er  grope  his  way  back  to  Graig's  border, 

III. 

Catch,  catch,  catch  every  ass,  my  boys. 

Horse,  pig  and  cow,  near  my  rectorial  border ; 
Then  let  their  owners  go  pray  at  their  Mass,  my  boys. 
Soon  we'll  behold  them  well  flay'd  in  the  Warder. 
Bag  turkeys,  hens  and  ducks, 
Bacon,  geese,  veal,  and  plucks. 
Show  no  more  pity  than  Thurtell  or  Corder ; 


NOTES  AND  COMMENTS. 

a  Church  while  garrisoned  with  a  large  congregation,  we  cannot  suflS- 
cienlly  admire  the  art  of  the  Poet  in  preserving  the  usual  verisimilitude 
of  the  historical  accusations  brought  against  Popery,  by  our  "indul- 
gent mother,"  the  "Church  or  Law  and  Mitskets."  It  strongly  re- 
minds us  of  the  alarm  spread  by  her  Kildare-street  Peripatetics,  of  the 
dreadful  Pastorini  massacre  which  the  "  bloody  and  treacherous  Ro- 
manists" were  to  have  made  on  Christmas-day,  I82a,  of  all  the  Irish 
Protestants,  while  at  Church  ;  and  the  not  less  veracious  assertion 
that  the  Papists  burned  London  in  the  time  of  Charies  II.  who,  by 
the  way,  died  a  "  deluded  Romanist;"  but  above  all,  it  »jrings  to  our 
recollection  the  memorable  answer  of  a  worthy  Alderman  of  London, 
in  the  same  reign,  who,  when  asked  "  Why  he  barricaded  his  house  and 
armed  his  servants,"  replied  with  pious  horror,  that  "an  immense 
army  of  Papists  were  (raining-  under  ground,  to  blow  up  the  river 
Thames  and  the  faithful  Protestant  City  of  London;  and  how  did 
HE  or  any  loyal  subject  know  but  they  might  rise  next  morning 
with  their  throats  cut  by  the  Jesuits."  We  think  Mr.  Percival  and 
Sir  Robert  Inglis  should  petition  Government  to  take  precautions 
against  any  subterranean  renewal  of  such  Popish  villainies  in  England, 
by  setting  a  "  real  Protestant"  guard  on  the  Thames  tunnel !  and  in 
Ireland,  we  recommend  the  Solicitor-General  Crampton  to  station 
Captain  Gordon  at  the  head  of  a  band  of  coal-meters  along  the  Quays 
of  Dublin,  for  fear  the  Romanists  should  "set  (he  Liffcy  on  fire"  !  !  ! 
*  The  Priest  of  Graig. 
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Seize  blankets,  pots,  and  spits, 
Weavers'  and  cobblers'  kits, 
Nothing  like  bay'nets  keep  Papists  in  order.* 

NOTES  AND   COMMENTS. 

•Itwould  be  a  pity  not  to  snatch  from  the  tide,  that  carries  the  eva- 
nescent productions  of  the  Daily  Press  to  oblivion,  the  following  lines, 
which  appeared  in  The  Brighton  Guardian  a  few  months  back: — 
Am — "  There's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give." 
There's  not  a  joy  the  Parson  gives  like  that  betakes  away, 
When  he  eyes  the  tenth  of  all  the  land  and  claims  it  for  his  prey. 
There's  not  a  pig  the  Parson  takes  from  out  the  Farmer's  sty 
But  grunts  to  leave  his  native  home  and  heaves  a  bitter  sigh. 
There's  not  a  cow  the  Farmer  hath  that  grazes  in  the  field, 
That  doth  not  low  and  swing  her  tail  whene'er  the  pig  is  killed. 
There's  not  a  turkey  in  the  yard  but  gobbles  more  and  more. 
Whene'er  he  sees  the  Parson  enter  at  the  farm-house  door. 
There's  not  a  goose  the  Farmer  hath  that  swims  upon  the  pond, 
That  doth  not  stretch  his  neck  and  hiss  to  see  his  master  wrong'd. 
There's  not  a  duck  upon  the  farm  biit  gives  an  extra  quack. 
Whene'er  he  finds  his  master  glad  to  see  the  Parson's  back. 
There's  not  a  cock  that  struts  around  but  crows  more  loud  and  gay, 
When  he  sees  the  Parson  mount  bis  horse  and  proudly  ride  away. 
There's  not  a  thing  upon  the  farm  but  shews  some  kind  of  fear. 
Whene'er  he  hears  the  name  of  tithes  or  finds  the  Parson  near. 
But  nothing  shews  resentment  more  than  doth  the  patient  ass. 
Who  always  brays  and  turns  his  rump  whene'er  the  Parsons  pass. 
Now,  ducks  aqd  geese  that  swim  the  pond  call  help  from  all  around, 
When  next  you  meet  him,  drag  him  in — 'tis  but  a  Parson  drown'd. 
The  horse  will  scamper  o'er  the  mead  more  briskly  than  before — 
The  cocks  and  hens  will  sleep  in  peace,  the  pigs  more  soundly  snore  ; 
;        The  ass  shall  sing  his  song  of  joy— the  bull  shall  toll  the  knell, 
To  let  the  geese  and  turkeys  know  the  Parson's  gone  to  h— 11. 
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The  allusion  made  by  the  translator  of  "  Erasmus's 
Echo  and  Greenhorn,"  page  71>  is  to  the  following 
article,  which  appeared  in  the  Eighth  Number  of  the 
CoMET<,  19th  June,  1831  :— 

A  BUCKTHORN    FOR   THE    CURATES    AND    SMALL-FRY 
OF   THE  "ESTABLISHED." 

Messieurs  Greenhorns,  Dbacons,  and  Curates  ! — 

Seeing  that  you  are  only  the  hod-men  to  the  Temple  as  yet, 
and  feeling  anxious  to  prepare  you  for  the  *'  calling"  to  which 
you  have  aspired,  we  take  compassion  on  your  ignorance  of  the 
TRADE,  and  beg  to  throw  out  a  few  hints  by  which  you  may 
the  more  speedily  and  easily  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  ladder 
with  your  loads  of  burnt-offering  for  the  altar.  All  the  time 
and  money  you  have  been  spending  upon  Theology  has  been 
thrown  away.  The  only  part  of  your  profession  you  will  find 
it  necessary  to  practise,  will  be,  the  art  of  reading  a  set  form 
of  prayer,  (whether  you  be  thinking  of  the  matter  or  of  your 
tithes,)  in  such  a  sing-song  cadence  as  will  enable  your  mental 
organs,  if  you  have  any,  (which,  indeed,  is  not  essential,)  to 
take  a  nap,  while  your  voice  is  going  on  like  clock-work, 
minding  the  main  point,  and  earning  the  cash,  the  real  end 
and  aim  of  your  professional  pursuits.  These  little  mental 
naps  are  never  much  noticed,  particularly  towards  the  winding 
up  of  the  performance,  because  the  congregation  is  generally 
placed  hers  de  combat  by  the  first  ten  lines  of  the  sermon  ;  and 
the  nasal  inspirations  of  the  sleeping  flock  chime  in  with  the 
pendulous  aspirations  of  the  swing-swang  cadenced  shepherd, 
in  a  unison  so  pleasing,  that  nothing  seems  out  of  tune.  Now, 
Messieurs,  this  is  the  first  and  most  essential  step  towards  quali- 
fication for  practical  divinity,  in  the  Solomon's  Temple  of  Gold 
and  of  Silver,  of  lawn  sleeves  and  of  mitres — that  fair  taber- 
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nacle  of  your  youthful  liaisons  and  adolescent  idolatry  !  Does 
not  the  very  enumeration  of  your  personal  attractions  fire 
your  young  blood  ! 

We  have  shown  you  all  that  is  necessary  to  make  you  per- 
fect for  practical  divines ;  but  how  are  we  to  convey  to  you 
proper  instruction  as  to  the  manner  of  getting  through  the 
work  ?  Let  us  see — suppose  you  pocket  your  Scotch  mull,  for 
the  purpose  of  applying  its  contents  to  dissipate  the  somnific 
influence  you  will  experience,  and  next  Sunday,  about  noon, 
step  into  the  first  church  whose  ding-dong  invites  you  ;  and  as 
soon  as  you  have  obtained  leave  to  sit  in  a  thing  like  a  tavern- 
box,  or  opera-box,  called  a  pew,  you  will  see  a  serious-looking 
personage  in  a  white  over-all  shirt  walk  methodically  up  the  aisle, 
preceded  by  a  fussy  little  squat  man,  with  a  rusty-black  stuff 
vestment  tossed  awkwardly  across  his  shoulders,  and  bunches  of 
keys  in  his  hands  to  open  a  small  door  for  the  grave  personage ; 
which  grave  personage,  anon,  coops  himself  up  in  a  kind  of  octa- 
gon tub,  and  presently  stands  up,  places  his  white  hand  across 
his  brows,  as  he  leans  his  elbow  on  the  edge  of  the  tub,  and 
having  had  this  favourable  opportunity  of  showing  the  ladies  his 
diamond  ring,  he  will  open  a  well-thumbed  book,  and  com- 
mence, in  a  grave  tone,  similar  to  that  of  the  Scribes  and 
Pharisees,  to  tell  you  something  about  a  "  wicked  man,"  out 
of  some  particular  page  in  the  Scriptures ;  which  he  has  no 
sooner  finished,  than  a  shabby-looking  customer  under  him, 
begins  something  else  out  of  another  most  distant  page  of  the 
same  book,  as  if  he  were  mocking  the  grave  personage  in  the 
white  shirt ;  this,  they  will  hold  up  for  some  time.  Then  you 
will  see  the  grave-looking  personage  kneel  on  a  stool  in  his 
tub,  and  commence  reading  a  prayer(!)  in  a  sad  tone,  and  so 
on  till  a  particular  time,  when  he  sits  down  again.  The  clerk 
has  it  to  himself  then,  and  he  says,  "  let  us  sing  to  the  praise 
and  glory  of  God,"  and,  as  if  to  mock  the  very  echoes,  an  hun- 
dred discordant  voices  yell  out  the  most  stunning  cross-pur- 
poses of  "  sweet  music,"  which  you  will  observe  to  proceed 
from  a  group  of  unnatural-looking  children  called  charter-school 
brats.  After  this  commences  a  gathering  of  money,  (as  if  they 
had  not  enough  already  !)  and  then  the  grave-looking  personage 
puts  on  a  black  shirt,  and  gets  up  in  the  octagon  tub  again,  and 
gives  one  or  two  looks  round  the  flock,  with  as  determined  a 
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countenance  as  it"  he  were  going-  to  sit  for  his  miniature  ;  and 
when  he  has  adjusted  a  little  white  bib,  cut  into  two  lappets, 
under  his  chin  ;  has  roused  up  his  drooping  hair,  and  adjusted 
his  white  pocket-handkerchief  and  diamond  ring,  he  opens  his 
written  sermon,  and  commences  the  enunciation  of  his  text  in 
as  euphonical  an  articulation,  as  if  twenty  reporters  were  taking 
down  his  words  to  register  them  as  the  oracular  breathings  of 
the  inspired.  When  he  winds  up  an  antithetical  climax,  you 
will  observe  him  to  wipe  his  mouth  gracefully  after  it,  vj'ith  a 
great  air  of  satisfaction.  "Well ;  when  you  have  taken  the  out- 
line of  such  a  grave  personage  on  the  tablet  of  your  memory, 
you  will  have  a  better  study  for  your  practical  divinity  than 
any  college  course  could  afford  you.  You  have  learned  the 
whole  art  and  mystery  of  earning  from  £75  to  £40,000  a  year ! 
and  all  in  the  space  of  a  couple  of  hours  !  See  how  easy  it  is 
to  become  a  ready-made  Parson  for  ready-made  prayers  and 
sermons,  when  ready-money  is  the  prime  mover  of  the  springs 
of  action  !  But  hark'e  !  we  had  nearly  forgot  to  ask  you  the 
main  question — what  "  call"  did  you  get  to  the  profession  ? 
When,  where,  and  by  whom  ?  Eh  p  ******  You  say  your 
mother  pulled  you  by  the  nose,  and  "  call'd"  you  to  get  up  for 
the  coach,  and  "  call'd"  again  when  you  were  on  it,  to  say  she 
hoped  you'd  soon  be  a  Bishop — and  "  call'd"  a  third  time  as 
you  started  off,  to  bid  you  push  for  a  living,  any  how  !  Very 
good,  quite  enough  of  calls  to  swear  by.  It's  quite  refreshing, 
it's  really  a  rich  sight  to  see  young  fellows  getting  on  so  cle- 
verly as  you  now  are  for  the  "  calling."  And  so,  she  hoped 
you'd  soon  be  a  Bishop  ?  And  to  be  sure,  so  you  will — you 
have  the  right  hungry-looking  gout  for  it,  my  lads  !  isn't  it  a 
prize  worth  contending  for?  You  are  as  finished  a  set  of  cus- 
tomers for  a  batch  of  mitres  as  those  tliat  have  them  !  But 
softly — softly — you  are  greenhorns  yet ;  there  ate  some  crabbed 
questions  may  be  put  to  you,  which  you  ought  to  know  how  to 
answer.  Some  rough  layman,  for  instance,  may  be  so  spiteful 
as  to  ask  you — "  Is  it  not  very  absurd  for  a  congregation  to 
pay  a  man  forty  thousand  a  year,  or  one  thousand  a  year,  aye, 
or  one  hundred  a  year,  for  xedi(\m^  printed  prayers  and  printed 
sermons  to  them,  which  they  themselves  could  read  so  much 
more  to  their  own  advantage  and  profit,  at  no  expense  at  all, 
and  upon  which  they  could  meditate  without  a  distracted  and 
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divided  attention,  as  commanded  by  Christ,  at  home  in  their 
closets  ?"  Now  it  must  be  quite  evident  that  any  fellow  putting 
such  a  question  to  you  must  be  no  joker.  It  is  a  matter-of-fact 
kind  of  argument,  that  admits  of  no  answer  but  the  one,  and 
that  would  be  against  yourselves.  It  is  here  your  college 
learning  comes  into  play,  for  you  must  resort  to  the  most  sub- 
tile sophistry  to  make  any  stand  at  all  against  this  home  thrust 
at  the  necessity  of  your  mission.  There  is  a  beaten  track  laid 
down  for  you  to  pursue,  which  you  will  learn  of  other  divines, 
but  it  would  occupy  too  much  space  here — for  your  sophisms 
are  spongy,  expansive  concerns.  If  you  wish  to  fortify  your- 
selves with  sophisms,  you  will  have  ample  opportunity  by  and 
by,  when  the  practised  divines  begin  to  answer  the  arguments 
of  Reformers.  Their  replies  will  teach  you,  to  perfection,  the 
art  of  mystifying  and  throwing  dust  in  laymen's  eyes.  There, 
will  be  lessons  in  sophistry  for  you  !  Another  layman  will  ask 
you,  with  the  greatest  effrontery,  "  Do  you  believe  in  the 
Athanasian  Creed  ?"  Be  on  your  guard,  for  it  won't  answer  to 
say  you  do,  or  you  do  not.  If  you  say  you  do,  you  will  never 
rise  in  the  Church,  which,  of  course,  is  your  sole  object;  for  it  is 
according  to  the  measure  of  your  faith  in  that  touch-stone  of  or- 
thodoxy being  on  the  increase,  that  you  will  deserve  promotion ; 
and  a  full  vessel,  not  needing  increase,  will  be  left  in  the  back 
ground  ;  while  the  one  that  requires  bribery  to  fill  it,  gets  that 
bribery  for  the  purpose  needed.  Besides,  the  fellow  would 
think  you  had  not  an  ounce  of  sense  to  believe  a  thing  without 
a  substantial  reason — it  would  be  so  out  of  the  way  of  your 
cloth.  To  say  you  did  not  believe  it  at  all,  would  be  to  give 
him  grounds  for  citing  you  before  the  Bishop,  and  you  might 
lose  your  livings ;  so  that  the  only  safe  course  would  be,  the 
middle  course,  and,  doubtless,  that  which  you  will  think  most 
reasonable.  This  middle  course  is  for  you  to  say,  if  you  be  a 
Curate,  that  you  believe  in  the  Athanasian  Creed  at  the  rate 
of  £75  a-year ;  if  a  Rector,  at  the  rate  of  £500  a-year ;  if  a 
Bishop,  at  the  rate  of  £10,000  a-year;  but  that  you  cannot 
believe  it  wholly,  that  is,  to  the  full  extent  of  £40,000  a-year, 
till  you  are  an  Archbishop.  Now,  you  will  see  by  all  this  that 
the  word  belief,  as  understood  by  the  "  Established,"  is  received 
and  made  use  of,  in  a  most  profitable  and  convenient  manner. 
In  the  instance  given,  you  can  measure  it  by  pounds,  shillings, 


APPENDIX.  189 

and  pence,  and  you  can  put  it  half  on,  or  half  off,  to  suit  your 
worldly  purposes.  Even  the  law  of  the  land  has  the  very  same 
estimation  of  your  belief;  for,  if  a  Judge  ask  you  a  question, 
as  a  witness  before  the  bench,  such  as,  do  you  knov?  a  certain 
thing  to  be  black  or  white,  and  you  answer  that  you  believe  it  is 
neither,  he  will  be  as  rude  as  a  bear,  and  tell  you  to  your  teeth 
that  he  would  not  give  a  jack-straw  for  your  belief — and  by  all 
the  whiskers  of  St.  Bridget,  seeing  that  your  are  a  Parson,  sav- 
ing your  presence,  but  I  think  he's  right — he  would  not  give 
you  a  bull-rush  for  your  belief! — he  should  have  your  oath. 
You  will  have  a  great  advantage  over  lay  people  when  you  are 
divines,  because  you  will  havethe  jan'ce  of  your  belief,  and  dimotive 
not  to  let  it  wax  faint.  You  may  have  a  real  belief  in  some  one 
thing  or  other,  and  no  firm  belief  in  any  thing  else  ;  yet,  you 
will  go  on  all  right-away,  slick  and  smooth,  in  the  way  of  your 
trade :  no  one  can  call  you  to  an  account.  If  you  ask  a  layman 
does  he  believe  in  the  equality  of  the  Trinity,  and  he  tell  you 
he  cannot  command  his  belief,  notwithstanding  he  had  heard  all 
that  could  be  said  on  the  subject,  so  as  to  satify  his  judgment 
that  the  three  persons  were  equal — the  moment  he  utters  this 
conclusion,  you  must  take  up  the  matter  most  seriously — bellow 
at  him  some  trite  silencers,  which  you  will  see  other  dexterous 
divines  of  the  "  Established"  use  so  pointedly,  such,  for  in- 
stance, as  Deist !  Atheist !  Hobbes  !  Paine  !  Voltaire  !  and  all 
things  of  that  kind  which  you  can  think  of ;  and  when  you 
have  sputtered  him  out  of  your  presence,  you  may  laugh  in  your 
own  sleeve,  seeing  that  you  may  believe  nothing  at  all  of  the 
matter  yourself,  except  what  is  convenient,  but  that  you  can 
excommunicate  your  neighbour  for  being  so  conscientious  as 
not  to  say  he  believed  the  thing  that  he  did  not  believe.  You, 
to  be  sure,  will  set  your  heart  upon  a  benefice,  and  then  upon 
a  mitre,  and  of  course  these  will  shape  your  belief;  and  being 
the  end  you  aim  at,  you  will  have  your  reward. 

Should  any  fellow  ask  you,  "how,  in  the  name  of  God,  you 
could  reconcile  the  pride,  wealth  and  rapacity  of  the  Establish- 
ment, with  the  meek,  lowly,  and  houseless  religion  of  Christ? 
and  then  come  on  with  a  pelting  of  Scripture  texts  as  thick  a& 
snipe  shot  at  your  head,  making  you  smart  down  to  the  very 
kidneys  ;  you  must  only  bear  it  all  patiently,  and,  when  a  little 
respite  allows,  put  a  bold  face  on  the  matter,  and  step  forward 
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rubbing  your  hands,  with  an  air  of  great  confidence,  and  seeing 
that  there  is  no  use  in  letting  him  into  the  secret  that  you  are 
going  to  defend  a  thing  against  your  reason  and  conviction,  or 
that  it  was  for  a  pluck  at  the  plunder  you  became  divines  instead 
of  attorneys,  which  nature  designed  you  for,  you  must  say  to 
him  : — *'  Sir,  we  are  truly  sorry  to  see  so  respectable  and  sen- 
sible a  person  attempt  to  misinterpret  the  Bible ;  at  least,  so 
ignorant,  apparently,  of  the  true  meaning  of  the  text,  which 
should  be  taken  in  the  very  opposite  sense  ;  '  rich  man'  meaning 
'  poor  man,'  and  *  poor  man'  meaning  '  rich  man,*  in  that 
holy  Book,  as  we  interpret  it."  This  last  sentence  will  have 
a  great  deal  of  meaning  in  it,  but  you  need  not  make  him  a 
whit  the  wiser  of  that.  If  you  find  it  will  go  down  \\ath  him, 
you  may  reckon  yourself  out  of  his  dangerous  clutches  ;  but  if 
he  will  not  swallow  it,  and  should  proceed  to  retort  on  you  thus — 
"  What,  Sir  !  will  you  allow  the  plain  obvious  meaning  of 
the  Scriptures  to  be  wrested,  and  tortured,  and  reversed,  for  a 
base  purpose — for  any  purpose — to-day,  and  to-morrow  condemn 
and  persecute  a  Roman  Catholic  for  an  alleged  crime  in  doing 
the  same  ?  Are  you  obliged  to  descend  to  such  shifts  ?"  there 
is  no  getting  out  of  this  ;  you  are  floored  at  once  !  but  there  is 
a  chance  left — namely,  an  honourable  retreat.  So  gird  up  your 
loins  and  approach  him  goodhumouredly,  saying, — "  My  dear 
friend,  pray  be  calm  ;  don't  agitate  yourself —see  how  cool  we 
are;  but,  indeed,  we  are  cool  because  we  have  a  most  trium- 
phant answer  to  your  objection,  which  is  this : — [here  lay  the 
top  of  the  fore  finger  of  your  right  hand  on  the  top  of  the  fore 
finger  of  your  left  hand,  and  having  drawn  in  your  breath  with 
a  long  inspiration,  as  if  you  were  about  to  pounce  upon  him 
with  your  annihilating  argument,  when  you  have  him  prepared 
for  the  first  syllable  of  it — start !  as  if  you  were  shot  through 
the  brain  with  a  sudden  recollection  ;  snatch  out  your  watch 
and  slap  your  forehead,  swearing  that  you  have  but  two  minutes 
to  keep  your  appointment  with  Vanden  Elchinneckinbrocken, 
the  Dutch  Consul,  and  dart  out  of  the  room,  begging  your 
friend's  pardon,  but  requesting  to  see  him  next  day  at  noon, 
to  hear  what  you  have  to  say,  and  once  fairly  out  of  doors,  take 
to  your  heels,  and  never  mind  being  at  liome  any  day  the  next 
fortnight  at  noon,  until  you  think  the  subject  is  forgot.  This 
is  an  honorable  retreat.     It  is  the  only  way  you  have  in  the 
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world  for  getting  off  the  horns  of  the  dilemma  upon  which  you 
were  impaled.] 

You  will  sometimes  meet  with  a  very  tough  sort  of  a  pei'son 
at  country  weddings  and  christenings,  called  a  Dissenting 
Minister,  who  will  put  you  in  mind  of  the  observation  about 
Pope  being  like  a  note  of  interrogation, '(?)  namely,  a  trouble- 
some crooked  little  thing,  asking  questions ;  and  turn  or  twist 
your  head  or  your  discourse  what  way  you  will,  there  you'll 
encounter  this  vexatious  note  of  interrogation,  ready  to  com- 
mence operations  like  a  little  reaping  hook,  to  cut  down  all  the 
rich  harvest  of  your  temporal  tares  and  thistles,  and  to  make 
such  home  thrusts  at  your  title-deeds,  as  would  be  sufficient, 
did  you  stand  your  ground,  to  rip  them  up  into  shreds  for 
tailor's  measures.  But  you  have  too  much  to  risk  to  stand  before 
such  a  wily  customer.  Those  who  fight  and  run  away,  may  live  to 
fight  another  day.  Don't  even  risk  a  sparring;  put  on  a  super- 
cilious dandyish  air,  so  as  to  make  yourself  look  a  little  aristo- 
cratic, and  tell  him,  condescendingly,  that  you  are  too  polite  to 
annoy  a  mixed  company  with  controversial  subjects;  and  that 
you  would  beseech  him  to  commit  his  queries  to  \vriting,  and  you 
shall  answer  him.  Shouldhe  be  so  silly  as  to  do  this,  you  have  only 
to  copy  a  few  pages  of  sophistry  in  reply,  from  any  of  the  books 
in  your  library,  and  you  will  finish  him,  by  throwing  him  into  a 
fever  of  contempt  for  your  foppery. 

If  a  Catholic  parishioner  or  farmer  remonstrate  with  you 
and  say  "  Sirs,  how  is  it  possible  that  you  can  reconcile  it-to  your 
conscience — if  you  have  any,  which,  I  very  much  doubt— to 
demand  tithe  of  me  who  have  a  pastor  of  my  own  to  pay,  toi 
support  you,  your  wife,  your  children,  your  servants,  and  your 
coach-horses,  seeing  that  I  have  a  wife  and  children  of  my  own 
in  want  of  many  necessaries  of  life  ;  and  all  this,  without  get- 
ting one  atom  of  value  from  you  here,  or  hereafter,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  my  children  likely  to  be  contaminated  by  the  bad  exam- 
ple of  your  rapacity  and  injustice,  in  taking  from  your  neighbours 
that  which  in  common  honesty  you  should  have  no  pretensions 
to  ?"  Now,  there  is  no  way  for  you  to  get  out  of  such  a  scrape 
as  this  but  to  pretend  to  be  in  ten  times  as  great  a  passion  as 
the  farmer  himself:  bounce  about  the  room,  and  storm,  and 
kick  up  a  hell  of  a  dust  *  bluster  out  thus : — "  What !  you 
defamer !    you  papist !    do  you  forget  that  we  have  our  title 
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d«edg,  secured  on  the  lands  previous  to  the  title  deed*  of  the 
landlords ;  that  what  you  pay  us,  is  part  of  your  rent  ?  You 
calculated  on  it,  and  took  your  farm  with  your  eyes  open.  It 
is  not  for  your  religion  we  ask  tithe,  but  we  demand  it  as  our 
right,  our  rent,"  &c.  &c.  Well :  he  replies  as  follows — "  What, 
Sir  !  you  admit  it  is  not  for  our  religion,  but  that  it  is  as  rent 
you  demand  tithe  of  us.  Now,  having  no  religion  to  give  us 
that  we  will  accept,  pray  what  do  you  get  your  rent  for  ? 
"  Sir,"  you  will  say,  "  I  get  it  for  doing  my  duty  to  my  con- 
gregation." "  Well,  Sir,"  he  |will  answer,  "  take  with  the  por- 
tion paid  you  by  your  congregation,  and  let  the  portion  paid 
by  us  and  by  Dissenters  go  to  the  original  purposes  intended 
for  one  third  of  the  Church  revenues,  namely,  the  support  of  the 
poor  or  the  exigencies  of  the  slate  :  you  have  no  right  to  be 
paid  by  a  portion  of  the  people  upon  the  patent  of  doing  a  duty 
for  them  which  you  do  not  do,  and  which  they  do  not  require 
you  to  do ;  you  should  be  paid  by  that  portion  of  the  people 
for  whom  you  do  that  duty,  and  by  none  others."  Here  you 
are  shot  as  dead  as  a  mackerel!  all  the  world  won't  save  you. 
No  plaister  of  sophistry  can  cure  this  wound.  You  must  gird  up 
your  loins  once  more,  and  uttering  a  fierce  oath,  swear  by  the 
holy  Columnkil,  that  you  will  cut  the  matter  short  by  citing 
him  before  Doctor's  Commons,  where  he  will  get  short  com- 
mons of  common  sense,  or  common  law,  or  common  equity, 
or  common  honesty ;  and  that  will  teach  the  fellow  how  to 
grumble  again. 

But  we  are  afraid  we  have  shown  you  so  many  difficulties 
that  you  will  have  to  encounter  to  be  able  to  keep  your  ground 
against  all  these  combined  attacks,  that  if  you  have  any  sense 
or  shame  or  feeling  in  your  composition,  it  is  most  likely  you 
may  be  deterred  from  encountering  such  a  life  of  deception, 
hypocrisy  and  nefarious  practices  ;  and  it  is  more  than  probable 
you  may  be  inclined  to  abandon  the  profession. 

J.  G. 

FINIS. 


ERRATA. 


Fage  i,  third  line  ot  note  (3^    tor  "  So  is  their  houses  full  of  deceits,"  read  "So 
are  their  houses  full  of  deceit  " 

Page  20,  note  (il)  for  "  tamen  elte  Deus,"  read  "  tamen  ille  Deus." 

Page  21,  note  (14)  for  "  it6erfe«,"read  Libertas." 
— —    note  C16)  for  "  Quamovis,"  read  "Quainois," 

Page  25,  line  (14)  for  "  For  me  pure  pine  apples,"  read  "  For  me  pine  apples," 

Page  45,  fifth  line  from  bottom,  for  "  Its  left  to  wilderness,"  read  "  It  left  to  wilder- 
nessei." 

Page  1 U,  note  (55)  fourth  line  from  bottom,  for  "  alternately,"  read  "  attentively." 

Page  U2,  twelfth  line  from  bottom,  for  "  Culumnkil,"  read  "  Columbkil." 


